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INTRODUCTION

Harvesting a ponygirl champion from the wild must be done with great care and precision.  The trained professionals who engage in this activity employ four stages.  These are: Identification, Selection, Acquisition, and finally Clean-up. The first three must all be completed before the training of the new acquisition can even begin.

In the first stage potential ponygirl candidates are identified for suitability.  It takes a very special candidate to meet the requirements of becoming a ponygirl.  Ponygirls are strong athletic creatures.  They must be capable of running, pulling a sulky with a driver, or other conveyance, at a fast pace and/or for a very long period of time.  They must be able to respond to commands quickly and smoothly.  And they must look good while doing this.  Also, importantly, they must be highly competitive.  Once trained, a ponygirl champion will not just want to win, she will need to win.  A challenge is that the ponygirl will lose her freedom and be under strict control and discipline.  You would think that this means that a strong submissive nature is a requirement.  To the contrary, while a ponygirl will have to learn to be submissive, at least on some levels, she must have the fire to compete and win.

Ethnic background is not important.  All hair colors and skin tones are acceptable.  Long legs are important, and it is felt that a ponygirl candidate should be tall, at least 5’10”.  Fortunately, modern women are taller and more robust than those in generations past.  This broadens the field.  It is worth noting that occasionally a smaller girl will be taken for conversion not to a pony but to a puppy.  Puppy girls are becoming increasing popular.  There is an entirely different list of criteria for selection of a puppy than a pony.

Medical records are obtained and carefully reviewed, privacy procedures notwithstanding, this is not as difficult as you might think.  The candidate must be free from any serious medical conditions.  A candidate may not be moved to acquisition until she reaches 18, and although there is no strict age limit, it is thought that 25 is the upper limit. An individual who requires regular medication is unlikely to meet requirement, although a condition that can be controlled with a proper diet is acceptable.  After all, the ponygirl will be absolutely true to any required diet. 

Drug and/or alcohol addiction is a strong negative, although some use of recreational drugs is not a serious problem so long as no physical conditions have manifested.  As a ponygirl the candidate will no longer have the opportunity to abuse substances, even those that are completely legal.  What may have required self-discipline will now be just part of her life.  Physically restrained all the time, controlled in every aspect of her life, and punished for any defalcations, any bad habits of the past are not a problem.

Ponygirls must have good posture.  They must stand straight with their breasts pushed forward.  Some of this can be addressed in training, and methods of restraint for the pony’s arms behind the back will help, but a very sloppy slovenly creature is not a good candidate and is likely to be rejected in the identification stage.  Large firm breasts are not a requirement, but they do tend to increase the rating.  Prominent firm breasts increase the look of a good ponygirl, and the term won by a breast speaks to the utility of a firm forward presentation.

Once a candidate is deemed to be suitable ponygirl material her file is moved to Selection.  Selection looks at the surrounding factors, you might say the environment, of the candidate.  There are certain clear disqualifiers.  Mothers with children are automatically disqualified.  As well, a candidate who is in a strong relationship, whether married or not, is disqualified.  A candidate’s social media is carefully reviewed to obtain a complete picture of the candidate.  She will then be observed to confirm the initial assessment.  Only when she is deemed completely suitable will she be approved.  A ponygirl candidate when sent to training will just disappear off the face of the earth.   It is necessary to determine who will take an interest in her disappearance.  For that reason, self-absorbed, self-motivated, self-centered, self-aggrandizing, spoiled, inconsiderate, and insensitive young women are prime candidates.   The associates of such individuals, they are normally short of true friends, seem to have little trouble believing that the now missing individual has taken off on some lark of their own.

Acquisition is the point that involves some risk.  It is important to remember that the candidate has not volunteered for a new career and life as a ponygirl.  While she may come to appreciate her new existence, it is clear that her initial reactions are going to be fear, anger, frustration, and resentment.  She is expected to do everything that she can do to avoid being ‘acquired’ for this new life.  Once captured she will try to plead, manipulate, or escape, and even when she is ensconced in the training facility, she will try to change her lot.  None of this will avail her at all.

Once she is in the hands of the acquisition team she is lost.  No Acquisition team has ever lost a candidate once in their control.  And no ponygirl has ever been able to escape from the training facility.  It is safe to say that once a ponygirl candidate is acquired she is going to be a ponygirl and she will be able to do nothing to prevent or interfere with that process.

It may seem unbelievable, but the best place for acquisition is the candidate’s own residence.  If she lives alone this is the location of choice.  If she had a roommate then the roommate needs to be distracted, or in rare occasions vetted and included as a pickup. 

Pickup consists of subduing, restraining, and shipping the candidate.  Surprise is essential.  The candidates tend to be large strong girls. They have the ability to fight back, and some are even trained in martial arts.  But none of them will be expecting to be taken from the location they assume to be safe.  One method is to drug the candidate.  If she is to be taken from an outside location, like a bar, this is quite easy.  In this modern age there are many drugs that will render the candidate unable to meaningfully resist while she can be guided to a location where she can be secured.  Another, often used in the home, is a quick blitz attack with chloroform.  It is effective and easy to use.  Held over the mouth and nose of the candidate she will quickly lose control and then consciousness. 

There is always a transport van waiting at the moment of acquisition.  When the candidate is subdued, she is quickly stripped – nakedness helps with the entire process – and tightly restrained.  When she is safely restrained the delivery van appears.  She is then boxed and taken.  Depending on the location the candidate is either driven or flown to the training facility.  She will not be unboxed until she is safely inside the facility.  Then she can be classified, registered, and begin her new life.

In this modern age of cameras everywhere the entire operation needs to be carefully engineered.  The van is non-descript, often bearing some misleading markings that will quickly disappear but create mis direction if seen in video.

The final stage is clean-up.  This varies from candidate to candidate and a complete clean-up plan is in place before acquisition occurs. In some cases, little or nothing is required.  If there are no people who are likely to care or raise the alarm and disappearance is not inconsistent with prior behaviors little beyond staging the scene is required.  However, in most cases at least some diversion is called for.

A nosey landlord can be a problem, so arrangements are made to close out the lease.  Movers will show up to move out the belongings and move them into storage, prepaid for at least 6 months. Employers are notified that she has enjoyed her position but is leaving on a special project or accepting some unique offer.  Some posts to her social media talking vaguely about a big adventure will help.

Her car is then driven – by someone who looks a lot like her – to one of the major airport locations, i.e., JFK, LAX, O’Hare, Hartsfield, Dulles, etc.  It will be left in long term parking. 

There is a trail, a very thin trail, but it goes nowhere.  Sometimes a follow up social media post from Africa or Asia or some other very remote location can be added, but that is usually overkill.  The reality is she is just gone, and nobody involved in her acquisition had any contact with her prior to her acquisition.  Even if the police do decide to investigate that goes nowhere.

Instead, our candidate, after a grueling day of travel, tightly restrained, rendered senseless to her surroundings, will arrive at the training facility.  To all who knew her before, she is gone.  Her life changes dramatically.  It will not happen immediately.  Some candidates strangely seem to accept things and fall into their new life, but most will resist.  Some very actively, most will be more subtle – or at least they will think they are being subtle.  Reality is that the training staff have seen it all.  In the end the result is the same, always the same.  The candidate will eventually surrender to her new life.  For some they will learn to even enjoy it.  Some will become dedicated to their new existence.  These are the ones that will rise and excel.  Some will never stop resisting.  Many of these will not make it as ponygirls.  They will not be free.  In fact, after years in their diverted role many will probably wonder back to the critical times when they were not receptive to the new life.  They may not have achieved greatness, but there are many roles for these ponygirls, and a suitable role will be found. 

One possibility is to be made a hucow.  Actually, there are some who enjoy this life, but most do not.  Others are turned into pets.  Puppy girls or kitty girls are very popular, and even the most resistant candidate can be easily controlled in this mode. 


Chapter 1

Mia’s head was spinning.  What the fuck had happened to her?   She was lying in a strange position.  She opened her eyes.

What the fuck?

Nothing.  There was nothing to see.  It was not that it was necessarily dark.  There was something over her head.  This was not good.  It was leather.  She could smell the leather.  It was not form-fitting, but it was tight.  And her cheek that had been pressed against the floor – or whatever she was lying on – was stuck to it.  There was maybe an inch between her eyes and the material of – whatever the fuck this was – but nothing to see.

She shook her head.  Nope, whatever was covering her head was still there.  It must be like a bag over her head.  That was not good.  She needed to pull it away.  She started to reach for her head.  But her arms did not move.  They were behind her.  Why were they behind her?  Not just her hands.  Her arms.  She was fucking tied up!  She could feel that her arms were tied at the elbows, well, just above the elbows.  They had been wrapped with cord and then cinched.  They were pulled to within a couple of inches of each other.  That shouldn’t be possible.  She was not one of those girls who could touch her elbows together.  But nobody told that to the person who had tied her.  They were almost touching.  She could feel the strain in her upper arms and joints.  It hurt.  It actually hurt.  She really needed to get her arms free.  She was a big girl.  She was six feet tall and weighed about 155.  That was ok because she was in good shape.  But her muscles meant that her arms should not bend back that far. 

Her wrists were tied too.  They were tied together, clearly wrapped and cinched. But that was not all.  When she tried to move, she realized that they were also tied to her ankles.  She was hogtied. And she was laying on a hard surface.  Where was she?  What had happened? 

She shook her head again, as if she could clear cobwebs and suddenly remember things.  Well, to a degree, it worked.  She remembered coming home.  Yes, her home, or rather her apartment.  She had been out with friends, and she had had a few drinks.  Well, maybe more than a few.  But she was doing well.  She had not driven.  She was probably not right for that task.  But she was generally fine.  Certainly, fine for going home.  She had been alone – at least she thought she had been alone.  There had been some possibilities, but none that she decided to bite on.  That was not unusual for her, she was a little on the shy side.  No, she had been alone.

So, what the fuck had happened?  She remembered opening her door.  She remembered walking in. She had dropped her purse on the counter.  She had filled a glass with water and had a good drink.  Then she headed for her bedroom.  She had lost some clothing on the way, but why not, nobody was there – at least nobody was supposed to be there. 

What then?  It was a little more difficult, but as she strained at the memory, she remembered something being put over her face.  There was a hand holding something over her nose and mouth.  She had gasped and tried to yell.  Yes, she clearly remembered trying to yell.  But then?  Then there was nothing.  As she thought now, she knew that she should not have breathed in whatever was on the cloth.  But she was surprised, and it was natural. 

FUCK. She had been drugged.  Now she was tied.   This was not good.  But what the fuck.  Was she being kidnapped?  Ok, her family had money.  They could pay a ransom.  She did not know if they would.  She had been at odds with them for a while.  Her father thought she was wasting her life.  And her mother just seemed to be sad all the time.  What the fuck.  It was her life.  And, as Cyndi Lauper taught, Girls Just Want to have Fun.  She wanted to have fun.  She had been shy and intimidated through most of High School because she was so much taller than the other girls – and most of the men. Nobody really made fun of her – well, she was larger and stronger than them.  Bullies tended to pick on those who could not fight back.  She could fight back and had been known to do so.  But after graduation she had actually started to come out of her shell a little.  She actually had a few girlfriends she could go drinking with. She was never the leader, but she was feeling more accepted. She had embraced and fully welcomed her new life.  And it was almost like she was making up for lost time.  She was having fun.  Lots of fun.

Which keyed up the question, why would someone want to kidnap her?  The only possibility that made sense was that they were going to try to get a ransom from her parents.  Good luck.  She wondered how that was going to go, and what they would do if it did not work.  She did not like the idea of that.  She did not need to have a finger, or an ear cut off to prove the determination of her kidnappers.  Suddenly she was afraid.  She was very afraid.

She twisted her arms testing the firmness of the binding.  It was very firm.  Nothing really moved.  She tried to pull her feet away.  That did not work.  She could feel her feet with her hands.  They were held to within only inches of her wrists.  It felt as though a rope had been wrapped between her ankles and wrists and then itself wrapped.    She felt up and down the wrapped cord as best she could, looking for the knots. She could not find it. 

Suddenly a hand gently grabbed her left buttock.  Mia was so surprised that she let go with a shriek.  But it was a muffled shriek.  There was something in her mouth.  It was not completely firm, but it was big.  Her entire mouth was packed with something spongy.  She could bite down on it, well a little before it became too firm to bite further, but it filled all the space.  The moment she released her pressure it expanded.  In short, all the open space in her mouth was filled.  And her tongue was pushed down against the bottom of her mouth.

“Good.  You are back with us.”  The hand moved on her buttocks massaging the flesh.  Her naked flesh.  Fuck, she was naked.  That had not even registered until now.  It was a woman’s voice, but that did not make things any better.  She was tied up, she was hooded, she was gagged, and she was naked.  And, as she began to struggle, she realized that that was not all.  There was something in her bottom.  She was not used to having that hole stuffed, but this thing stuffed it pretty good.  She did not like that.  There was also something in her vagina.  That part of her was no stranger to other things.  She had not been shy in her recent personal relationships.  She was not a prude, and she liked sex.  She really liked sex.  But she did not like the idea of someone stuffing things in her while she was out.  It needed to be part of something.  And, most of all, it needed to be consensual.  This had not been either.

She could also tell that the things inside her were held in place by something that ran between her legs.  There was a heavy belt pulled tightly around her waist.  If only she could fucking see.  And something ran from the back of the belt, through her anal cleft, across the top of her vaginal area, and then up to the belt in front.  It was tight.  So long as that was in place, the things stuffed inside her two openings were staying put.

“I suspect you are pretty confused right now.”  Well, that was the understatement of the century.  “That is natural at this stage.  Let’s just say that you have been selected in a very discriminating process.  That is a great testament to you and your potential abilities.  As a result, you are going to be undertaking a new life path.  Your old life was a complete waste.  You are now going to pursue a very important career track.  Exactly what that is and how it will work you will learn in due course.  Suffice it to say that this course has been chosen for you, it is not voluntary, and you will not be able to choose otherwise.  You probably do not believe that right now but believe me, you will learn.”

The hand continued to massage her buttocks then moved down and began to feel her thighs.  “You are in pretty good shape, but there is definitely room for improvement.  When you get to the training facility you will be put on a very strict regime.  Under proper control and training you will be amazed at how you will improve.”

“You have about an hour before the transport team picks you up.  I suggest you use that time to rest and try to adapt to your new form of being.  You are going to be as you are until you arrive at the facility.  That will be a day, or more.  You are thinking that you cannot stay like you are for that long, but you can, and because you have no choice in the matter, you will.”

That was not possible.  Her shoulders hurt, her hands and feet felt tingly.  Her back was starting to hurt, and it was going to hurt a lot more if she was left like this.  FUCK.  No, they could not keep her tied up like this.  Not for a day.  Fuck, not for another hour.  She needed out of these ropes.  She needed out now.

She sensed the woman standing up and moving away.  She heard the sound of the woman’s shoes on the floor, then she heard the sound of a door closing.  Was she alone?  It seemed like she was.  Was she going to be left alone for the next hour?  What would happen when the ‘transport team’ got here.  It seemed that they were not going to release her.  If anything, they were likely to impose more security on her.  It seemed like she had an hour.  She had an hour to escape.  If she was unable to do that . . ., well, if they came and got her . . ., if that happened, they were going to take her to some ‘training facility’.  That did not sound good.  Was this really true?  Could it be that the woman was just fucking with her?  But why would she do that?  Mia had to act on the assumption that it was true.  She had to act on the assumption that if she was still here, still hogtied when the ‘transport team’ got here, that she was in real trouble – if it were possible to be in more trouble than she was in right now.

Almost instinctively she pulled and twisted her arms.  If she could free a hand.  That was all she needed.  But with her upper arms pulled together at her elbows she could not twist her arms.  She wiggled her upper arms.  Could there be some slack that would allow the elbow rope to come down?  No.  She could feel that not only were her elbows tied, not touching, but within inches of each other, a line ran from the elbow tie up under her armpit, across the back of her neck, down in front and back under the other arm.  Then a rope from the cinch on the elbow tie was tied off at the rope behind her neck.  She could see none of this, but she could feel the ropes and was able to piece together the configuration.

Ok, she was only tied with rope.  It was very tight.  But rope meant knots.  There were no locks that needed keys.  All she had to do was find some slack to slip a hand loose.  Find a knot and loosen her bondage.  The rope was too strong to break, so she needed to be clever.  She could do this.  Just like they did in the movies.

Her wrists were wrapped with a lot of loops of rope and then cinched.  The rope was not so tight that it was cutting off her circulation, but tight enough to keep them in place.  She tried to reach up a finger and see if there was any slack.  But with her arms held together she could only just touch the binding at her wrists.  She could not hook anything to pull, but she was pretty sure there was no slack to exploit.

Maybe her legs.  Her wrists were held within about four inches of her ankles.  She had tried to pull them apart and already knew that was not happening.  She could feel the wrapping around her ankles.  She ran her fingers over the rope.  It felt like nylon.  That was a strong rope and one with very little stretch.  That was not good.  She could feel about six lines around her ankle.  There was no knot on the outside of her ankles.  Any knot would not be there.  It would be in the center.  It would be where the cinch was.  She tried to work a finger under one of the wrappings to see how much slack was there.  Maybe she could work slack through and get enough to get a loop off one foot.  That could then provide more loose rope to create more slack.  But there was virtually no slack.  Maybe half an inch.  That was not going to help.

Her wrists and ankles were connected with more rope.  It felt like a number of lines had been run between them then wrapped.  She could feel the tight wrapping on the line.  It made a firm column about an inch in diameter.  It was very solid.  The wraps were tight. She felt at her ankles where it seemed to start.  It felt like after running about three or four times between her wrists and ankles, the line had been wrapped and cinched about itself just below her ankles using a half hitch.  Then it had been wound from that point all the way to her wrists.  At her wrists there was another half hitch.  From there the line disappeared up to the top of her wrist tie.  A place her fingers could not reach.  She imagined that it was knotted there, only inches from where her fingers could reach.  That was so frustrating.

She went back to feeling her ankle ropes.  If the hogtie was unreachable, maybe a knot in the ankle tie itself could be exploited.  Obviously, if she could untie her ankles then the connection to her wrists would be gone.  Her wrists and arms would still be tied, but if she had some mobility, she could then find a way to get her arms free.

This was tough.  She could feel a knot.  But it was between her ankles and under the hogtie rope.  Still, she poked and prodded at it.  The trick was to find the running ends of the rope and work them back through the knot.  After what seemed like forever, she found two lines leaving the knot.  They went down.  They were headed toward her knees – which, by the way, were tied together just below the knee. 

She got a finger around one of the lines.  She pulled.  It did not come loose.  She could actually feel the tension at her knees.  FUCK.  The assholes had secured the rope from her ankles at her knees.  She could not reach her knees.  She would never be able to reach her knees.  She could not untie any knot at her knees, and without undoing that knot she had nothing to even work with at her ankles.  She could not untie her ankles.  She could not untie her elbows.  She could not untie her wrists.  And she could not escape the hogtie.  She was stuck.  She was completely fucking stuck.

Plan A and Plan B were both a bust.  Was there a Plan C?  The rope was firm, and nylon was strong.  It would fray at the ends, but not in the middle.  She knew that from working with it before.  She had done a little sailing and knew her knots and lines.  Not that she ever expected to have them used on her.  Whoever the fuck tied her up knew their knots.  She knew that these knots were not only out of reach, but they were not going to come loose.  Her captor was too good for that.

Her only hope – Plan C – was to find a way to cut the rope.  She needed something to work against it.  She scratched at the line by her wrists with a fingernail.  Her nails were too well manicured to even scratch the rope.  No, she needed something rough.  Something very rough.

She was lying on carpet.  She thought she was still in her apartment.  Somehow, she thought she must be in her room.  What was there?  Her bed.  Her bed had a metal frame.  She remembered that the frame was rough.  And it was near the floor.  If she could roll up to it, then she could rub her wrist rope against the metal.  She did not know if it would work, but it was a chance.  All she had to do was separate one rope.  Just one and that could then be worked to create slack, and then more slack, and then freedom.

She shifted her weight back and forth.  Her breasts were hurting.  Why were her breasts hurting so much.  She was naturally endowed with a D cup.  Even so, they were firm and stood out from her body.  People could not help but notice her breasts, and she always made sure that they were prominently displayed.  But with her body pulled up into this arch, her large breasts were not necessarily a good thing.  She was lying on her stomach so that would put pressure on her breasts, but it should not be this bad.

Never mind.  She needed to find her bed and get positioned with her back to the frame.  She rolled to her left. 

Suddenly her breasts really hurt.  But worse.  She could not roll over. 

What in the fuck?  Her breasts had been wrapped at the root with rope.  No wonder they were hurting.  They would be engorged with blood.  And they were large enough that when tied this way the rope would not pull loose.  And her captors had further utilized this.  She had been anchored from the center of the lines binding her breasts to something.  She tried to roll toward the anchor point, but the line was so short that she could not do that either.  She could roll just far enough to feel something wooden.  It felt like the foot of her bed. 

Well, she knew where the bed was, but it did not do her much good.  She could not even get her hands to any part of the bed because her breasts were tied to it.

Mia screamed in rage and frustration.  But the sound was muffled by the thing in her mouth and what did escape was all but eliminated by the hood.  There was no chance that anyone not in the same room as her would even be able to hear her.  She was stuck.  She was truly and completely stuck.  It did not make any difference if they were coming back in an hour, a day, or a week.  She was going nowhere.  The only way she was getting out of these ropes was when someone else released her from them.  Until then she would stay tied and helpless.

She felt the tears welling up in her eyes.  Somehow, she had avoided crying up to this point, but the sudden feeling of despair was overwhelming. Whatever these people were going to do to her, wherever they were going to take her, whatever they were going to do to her, she had no control over any of it.  They would do as they would, and she would just have to go along with it.

She could only hope that someone would let her go.  What did the woman mean by training facility?  What was she going to be trained to do?  She was sure of one thing.  It was not something she wanted to do.


Chapter 2

Brin was not happy as she climbed out of her rideshare and walked toward her apartment. It was supposed to have been a night out with just the girls.  Not that Brin was opposed to men.  Really quite the opposite, but she found them to be a lot of work, and tonight she had just wanted to relax and cut loose with her girlfriends.

As usual, a group of girls, alone, soon attracted the ‘predators’ circling like sharks with chum in the water.  Brin had never met a man that she dated more than twice under these circumstances.  She found most of their attempts to be either pathetic or offensive – often a little of both. Tonight, had been no exception, and there seemed to be even more of them than normal. 

The worst is always those who don’t seem to understand that “Fuck off” means go away and don’t bother us.  Brin did not need unknown hopefuls sending drinks to the table.  She eventually told the waiter to under NO circumstances deliver anything ordered by anyone that was not female and sitting at their table.  He may not have been the brightest bulb in the box, but he did get it and seemed to be trying to divert attention.

Brin was a very attractive young woman.  She was barely 19, very well endowed at 35D, with long blonde hair that seemed to grab any light available to it.  She was tall at six feet, well chiseled as if she worked out, which she did, but not to the extent one would think looking at her, with long shapely legs and a small waist.  Unlike most tall girls she liked to accentuate her height and wore four-inch heels.  That let her tower over most others.   It intimidated most women and a lot of men, but that was fine with her. 

Brin’s biggest problem was she did not take well to being subservient to the male, but she hated weak men.  She was looking for a man who would respect and honor her strength but stand next to her with his own.  That was very hard to find.

Brin’s friends were also very good looking.  None were as tall as Brin.  Not even close, this seemed to cause Brin to be the leader of the group.  The others seemed to yield to her as the primary decision maker.  At least when they were all together.  It did not really happen that often, so this had been kind of special.  They needed to have some girl time to catch up on things.

But the assholes would not leave them alone.  And none of them – not a single one, well at least from Brin’s view – was at all interesting.  They were all someplace between Larry the Lounge Lizard and Jeffery Dahmer.  To make things worse, some three-legged creeps were actually able to peel Mary and Beth away from the rest of her group.  Brin was really pissed when that happened.  As she attacked her Margaretta, she envisioned hearing that the two had gone missing and that a search was being organized.  It would fucking serve them right.   This was betrayal and there would have to be payback.  Exactly what and how she hadn’t yet figured out, but Mary and Beth would have to pay.

The rideshare driver had even been a pain in the ass.  Or maybe she was just in a terrible mood (that was certainly clear.) The job should have been “drive the fucking car”.  Stop trying to make conversation. But this one was a talker.  That was just plain wrong.

She was happy when she reached her apartment, closed and locked the door, and started to rid herself of her clothing.  A long hot shower would help.  Then she would curl up with her laptop and start to plot her revenge.  There needed to be a price for betrayal of Brin.

The shower in fact helped and Brin felt a lot better when she stepped out.  The bathroom was thick with steam, but that was fine.  She even enjoyed the feel of the moist air in her mouth and lungs.  Most of the residual effects of the alcohol had left her.

As she stepped from her bathroom, wrapped only in a large fluffy towel and surrounded by a cloud of steam, she came to a sudden stop.  Standing right in front of her.  Only a couple of feet away was a woman, well a young woman.  Someone Brin did not know and had never seen before.  What the fuck was she doing in Brin’s apartment?

The woman stood, smiled, and took a step forward.  Brin instinctively took a step backward but bumped into someone when she did.  How had someone gotten behind her.  She let go of the towel and raised her arms in a defensive posture, but the woman had reached out and with something in her right hand, she made contact With Brin’s body just above her left breast.  A part of her, not covered by the towel.

Suddenly her entire body went stiff.  She felt a surge of something cursing through her.  She thought she had even gone up on her toes.  Her arms had moved out to her side.  Then as quickly as her muscles had stiffened, they relaxed.  More than relaxed.  She became limp.  She had no control over any muscles.  She was still standing, sort of, but she felt herself pitching forward.   As she did, the woman in front reached forward and took her by the shoulders, helping her to the floor.  The person behind her must have grabbed the towel at her back, because it fell away as she collapsed.

She was now naked on her stomach in her own bedroom.  She tried to pull her arms around, but this still did not work. They were just not responding. The woman took Brin’s arms in her hands and pulled them back behind her back.  As she held them in place, Brin felt something pull around her arms at her elbows and fasten.  This held her arms back behind her – although it really wasn’t necessary, she still could not control them, or any other part of her body.  She had been tazed.  She knew what it was, she knew what it could do, but she had never experienced this before.  It was so strange.

She needed to call out for help.  This was wrong.  The woman took a hold of her hair and raised her head.  Brin looked up at the woman in confusion, then she felt something pushed into her mouth.  Why had she not closed her mouth?  Too late now.  It was a little spongy.  What the fuck!  But there was also something on the front of it.  A leather panel was pulled across the mouth.  It covered her lower face from below her nose to her chin.  Straps from the middle of the panel were pulled behind her head and buckled at the base of her neck.  It pulled the panel tight and forced the intruder fully into her mouth.

There were two more straps at the top of the panel.  They merged together into a single strap.  When this was pulled up the straps framed her nose and met just above it.  The single strap was then pulled over her head and buckled to something that was connected to the straps from the sides.  Brin could feel the side straps actually tighten as the head strap was pulled tight. 

Brin tried to shack her head, but it still wasn’t working.  FUCK!  As if that was not enough, straps from each lower side of the panel were pulled under her chin, crossed across the front of her throat, then pulled behind and fastened at the back of her neck.  The panel was held tightly in place over her mouth, with the large spongy thing held inside. 

She was finally beginning to gain a little control over her muscles.  She was able to shake her head back and forth, but it was too late to impact this assault.  Her mouth was filled with the spongy thing that had then held there by the panel.  She could bite down – a little – but it filled every part of her mouth and when she released the pressure her mouth sprung open – still fully stuffed.

She could hardly make a sound.  What little came out was muffled by the panel across the front of her mouth.  She needed to get that thing off and out of her mouth.  She focused on moving her arms.  They were starting to respond, but they were still fastened at her elbows behind her back. 

The woman lowered Brin’s head and moved forward putting pressure down on her shoulders.  Not that she could have rolled over – at least not yet. 

Brin felt something moving up her hands and arms. What was that?  Her hands were now encased in what felt like a small pouch. But it also extended up her arms.  Brin could feel it tighten as the person behind started to lace it up.  It was a binder of some sort that was enclosing her arms.  Like a rabbit being consumed by a constrictor she could feel it closing on her arms.  She needed to fight back, but her muscle control was still only very rudimentary, and she was not able to muster any meaningful resistance.  At least the person behind her (she still had not seen that person) released the belt that had been strapped around her elbows.  It was no longer necessary as the binder now held her arms together all the way from her hands to about four inches above her elbows.  Her lower arms and elbows were not touching, but they felt very close to doing so.  This was not a natural thing for Brin, and it already hurt.

A strap from the lower part of the binder was pulled under her armpit, across her chest, back over her shoulder, and fastened to the top of the binder.  A corresponding strap on the other side followed the same pattern.  They held the binder up in place.  Even if Brin could work her arms, she would not be able to work the binder down and off.  She was really fucked.

The woman in front of her smiled at her, then pulled something over her head.  Again, she was caught completely by surprise.  The shock that had paralyzed her body had also confounded her mind, but things were clearing now.  The problem was that the clear head she had needed to fight back had not been there where she needed it.  Now she was in trouble.  She was in huge trouble.

The thing pulled over her head seemed to be a leather sack.  It was not skintight, but it was close enough to be very claustrophobic.  When it had been pulled down to her neck a draw string in the bottom was pulled causing it to collect around her neck.  Brin could sense a knot being tied in the string.  This thing was not coming off.  FUCK.  She could now see nothing.  She could not talk because of the gag in her mouth, and any sounds she tried to make were muffled by the spongy ball in her mouth, then the panel across her mouth, and finally by the bag over her head.  She was pretty sure that someone standing right next to her would have trouble hearing her.  She was not going to be able to attract any attention through verbal means.

She was still lying on her stomach, and the woman who had taser her, gagged her, and put the bag over her head was holding her shoulders to limit her ability to move.  The other assailant.  She could feel hands that felt female, not that it mattered at this point, was doing something with her legs.

Her right leg was pulled up and bent so that it was doubled.  A hand grabbed her foot pulling it toward her head – she was pretty sure this was from the woman in front – and then something was worked up over her knee and then the doubled over leg. Whatever it was it held her leg in the doubled over position.  She did not like that.  The person behind her pulled on the straps of the new binder.  They tightened it down.  She had no use of her right leg.  Now she had only her left leg remaining unrestrained.  She had pretty much regained the use of her muscles, but that did not avail her much.  She tried to kick out with her remaining leg, but she had no use of her arms, she could not see, her right leg was secured, and she was being held down from in front. 

The person behind her had little trouble capturing and bending up her left leg into the same position as the right.  Again, she was assisted by the person in front holding her foot.  She tried to squirm and wiggle to avoid the binder she could feel being put into place.  She was not successful and in less than a minute her left leg was bent and secured. 

Only then did the person holding her from the front let go.  Brin tried to get some control over her situation.  All she accomplished was to flop around like a strange fish landed in the bottom of the boat.  She heard someone laugh.  Fuck them.  Let them laugh.  They could not keep her like this forever and when she got a chance someone was going to suffer a severe beating.  Angrily she pulled and twisted at her binders.  She could smell the leather – that was probably just from the bag over her head – and could hear the squeaking of the leather, but everything held tightly.  She had no movement.

Once again, she felt the hands on her from the two captors.  Something was pulled around her waist.  It was a wide belt, at least 6 – 8 inches.  She was pushed down onto her stomach again as it was laced and buckled up behind her.  It was pulled tight.  Way too tight.  She tried to protest.  She tried to wiggle free.  Nothing worked and she just felt it pulling tight.  She had a well-defined waist.  She did not need some pretend corset.  But like the rest of this little adventure so far, there was little she could do to prevent it.

Someone was holding her to the floor, and a hand gently stroked her shoulder.  “Shhh.  Just relax.  There is nothing you can do to change this or to get away now.  You will only upset yourself.”

It was the first time she had been spoken to since the attack started.  The voice sounded kind, almost caring.  That was so confusing.

“OOOHHH Eggg eeee ooooo.”  She tried to beg to be released.  She could not even understand herself.

“Now, now.  Nobody is going to let you go.”  Did the woman understand what she was saying or just understand the probable statement?  “Don’t worry.  You are a very valuable animal and will be well treated.  You certainly do not understand it now, and you will take a while to accept it, but you are on your way to a new exciting life.  You have been a complete waste in your life so far.  That is about to change.  Again, I know you do not agree with this, but that does not matter.  All the decisions have been made for you and from now on, all the decisions will be made for you.

Brin’s attention was suddenly returned to her body.  As the woman had stroked her shoulder she had started to relax, but now she felt something behind her.  She felt a hand between her legs.  A finger probed at her anal opening.  There was something cold on the finger.  She was being greased up. No, fuck no.  That meant something was going to be pushed . . .  There it was, she could feel the pressure on her sphincter.  She tried to clamp closed, but the thing was already being pushed into her.

She felt her opening pushed open.  It had never been opened that far.  She was going to be torn.  This was hurting.  Then it popped inside of her, and she felt her sphincter close around the base of the thing.  She felt packed inside.   She did not like that.  She wanted that thing out of her.  She tried to bear down on it to push it out.  

SSWWOOOSHHH - - - - - CCCRRACKKKK - - - - - AAAGGUUAAAEEEE

“Settle down.  Stop that now!”  It was a different voice than the soothing voice.  And that hurt.  It fucking hurt a lot.  She did not know what she had been hit with, but she did not want to be hit again.  She really needed to get free.  She really needed to beat the shit out of someone.

There was something else being pushed into her.  This time it was her front chamber being invaded.  This was not painful.  That portion of her body had more experience.  She herself often inserted things there.  But she did not like the idea of someone else doing it.  She had not given anyone permission to do this.  This was wrong.  She was pretty sure this was a serious crime. But then so was kidnapping, and that seemed to be what is happening here.

Whatever they had put into her pleasure pouch was large.  It was a bit larger than what she was used to.  She was still being held down, but she tried to squirm.  The hands holding her down turned her to her side.  Then she felt something pulled between her legs.  There was a strap from the end of her arm binder that was pulled forward threading through something on both the rear and front intruders.  Finally, it was buckled to the front of the belt/corset and pulled tight.  It was pulled very tight.  Way too tight.  It was the fucking woman behind her.  That woman was a horror.  That woman would be the subject of Brin’s rage when she was able to control her body again.  One problem was she had no idea what she even looked like.  But in her mind, she could envision the bloody pulp that would remain when she got through with her.

Both the intruders were now pulled tightly up inside of her.  She did not like that, but there was not a thing she could do to ease this – or any other part of her bondage.

But they still were not done with her.  Her leg binders were pushed together and straps from one to the other were pulled and fastened fusing her bent and restrained legs into a single form.  She had little movement from them before.  Now she had virtually no movement at all.  

Her arms were bagged in the arm binder.  They were pulled down against her back with her hands at her buttocks.  She could not move them at all.  Her legs were doubled over and strapped that way and then to each other.  She was gagged and hooded.  She was completely helpless.  Whatever they were going to do with her she had no control over it.


Chapter 3

Mia eventually stopped fighting her bonds.  It was useless and all she was doing was wasting energy and chaffing her skin.  She might need the energy sometime in the future.  She was not sure how long she lay hogtied on the floor before she felt a hand on her shoulder.  She was rolled to the side and the anchor rope from her breast bondage to the bed was finally released. 

After she was rolled back onto her stomach, she felt hands on both sides of her body lifting her up.  She was moved only a few feet and deposited onto something that had been laid out on the floor. It was a large bag of some kind.  She felt the sides pulled up around her and heard the sound of a zipper being closed.  If they made body bags for very short people that would be what she pictured.  With her legs pulled up in the hogtie she was not very long, and the bag was just right to fit her contorted form.

After she was secured in the bag it was lifted.  Apparently, there were handles on the sides to make transportation easier.  Whatever she was caught up in, it was well organized, and her captors were clearly not new to this type of endeavor.  Why on earth would they do this?  She tried to make some sense of what the woman had said to her earlier.  But it was just too fantastical.  She had not been kidnapped for ransom – that would have been useless.  She had not been grabbed by some sex fiend – although she could not be completely sure of that.  She had been taken to be “trained” as a slave or servant.  That just did not make sense.  There was an abundance of low-cost labor available.  It was not necessary to kidnap people for that.  The cost and risk did not make sense.

But the woman had said she had been “selected”.  Selected for what?  What did she have that made her special?  What was it about her that they wanted?  Suddenly she was terrified.  What if they wanted her organs?  Was she a match to someone who wanted her parts?  That would explain them transporting her somewhere.  Rather than kill her right here, they were taking her where the harvesting could be done with the least risk of damage to the parts. 

If that was the case, then her life expectancy just became very short.  The woman had not talked as if she was about to die.  But maybe she just did not want to give that away.  This was not good.  But she had already learned that she was well secured.  She could not get loose.  If they were going to take her someplace and kill her there, there was little she could do about it.  Suddenly, being trained as a slave sounded a lot better.

Ok, she had read some novels where girls were turned into sex slaves.  Some were very romantic; some were harsh and brutal.  She did not care for the latter and tried to avoid reading those.  But she had liked the others.  Even with the girls submitting to the (usually very handsome and well chiseled) male dominant, it was very sexy and attractive. Mia had found her hand slipping between her legs as she read.  If that was what this story was, well then, she could go along with that.  Not that she had any choice about how the story was going to play out.  It, and she, were completely in the control of others.   She was only along for the ride.  Hopefully the author of her story wrote for this genre. She would go where they wanted.  She would ultimately do what others directed, and she could only hope that however this played out it would leave her alive and able to at least have some enjoyment.

She felt herself lifted.  From the sway of the bag there were at least two people carrying her.  One on each side.  The hood had been claustrophobic.  The addition of the bag only added to that sensation.  She closed her eyes, there was nothing to see, she worked on controlling her breathing.  She did not want to panic.  She did not want to start to hyperventilate.  She needed to control things.

She did not really track how long she was carried.  It did not seem like a long time.  She could feel herself being lifted into something.  She was sure it was a vehicle.  When she was lowered it felt like she was being further isolated in a box or container – really! – as if she were not already sufficiently secure. 

On the bottom of the container, she felt hands on her sack.  There was the sound of the zipper being pulled down.  She felt hands on her bare flesh.  She was rolled to her side, and she could feel something being stuck to her upper chest, both on the right and then left. Then another on the left below her breasts.  What the actual fuck.

She was rolled back on her stomach.  The hand was now poking and prodding at her buttocks, and she felt something pushed into the plug that was sitting so deep in her back passage.  Then another something attached to the front invader.  She did not know what these additions were, but they did not seem to affect the nature of either of these devices.

Finally satisfied, it seemed, the bag was zipped up once more.  Then to Mia’s horror, she felt something pulled over the bag just below her shoulders.  It was a strap.  It was fastened and then tightened.  Another strap at her waist and another at her legs fastened the bag containing her down to the bottom of the container she had been deposited in.  And, if that were not enough, she heard and felt the cover of the container close and the sound of a latch securing. 

On a scale of fucked up things, this was right at the top.  She was hogtied, she was gagged and hooded, she was zipped into a leather or latex bag – she was not sure which.  She was locked into a container in which she was strapped to the bottom.  She did not know how long she was going to be like this, but it was not going to be enjoyable.  She was sure of that.

It was not long before she heard a distant rumbling.  It was the sounds of the vehicle.  They were very muffled, but she attributed that largely to her current disability.  Then she felt the vibration of movement.  She did not know where they were taking her, but she was on her way.

After something less than an hour, how much less she was uncertain, the movement stopped, and the sound of the engine stopped.  They were somewhere.  But where?  Certainly, this could not be the destination.  Mia did not know where they were taking her, but she was sure from what had been said that it was further than an hour away.  Could she have fallen asleep (or been knocked out) for some of the trip?  Highly unlikely.  She would have noticed a gap in time.   And she was certain that had not happened.  Could they have just been fucking with her?  Certainly, that was possible, but why?

Before she could come to any conclusions.  Not that it mattered, because nobody had bothered to open the container in which she had been placed, she heard the sound of something.  She thought it was the door on the vehicle, the one in the back.  Something was happening.  Maybe this was the destination, and they were coming to get her.  Well, she didn’t like what they had done to her, she didn’t like being tied like she was, she did not like at all the suggestion that there was more at stake for her, but she wanted out of her current situation.  She would welcome this being at least a transition.

But the door to her container remained shut.  She tried to push up against it, but she was tightly strapped to the bottom.  She could push up against the bag and just feel a hard surface above her, but she had no force or pressure.  Even if it was not latched in place – she was certain she had heard the latches – she could not lift it.  She hated being so helpless.

She could hear other sounds.  It sounded like they were opening something.  It certainly was not her container.  She thought she heard some groaning.  She heard someone laugh.  The fuckers.  She was tired of being laughed at.  The time would come when she would be free of the restraints.  The first thing she was going to do was put a fist in someone’s face.  She was not normally a violent person in spite of her size, but she was willing to make an exception for these assholes. There needed to be payback for what they had done.

It sounded like someone was depositing something into a container next to Mia.  Fuck!  They were picking up another captive.  Misery may love company, but Mia did not like the idea of more captives.  The good side was maybe she would have someone to work with.  There is always an advantage in numbers.  But the downside was that it demonstrated that these people were experienced.  This was part of something larger and more organized.  The better organized they were the less likely they would make mistakes.  She needed them to make mistakes.  She needed to figure out a way to get out of this mess.  One was to escape.  But in order to escape she needed to be able to escape her restraints.  She had hoped that the restraints were only a temporary thing, but right now she was worried.  She was very worried, because she was so helpless, so very helpless. 

* * * *

Brin was not any happier than Mia when she was ‘bagged’ and carried out of her apartment.  She was hopeful that when they decided to move her that she would have a chance to try to escape, or at least get some attention and help from a third party.  But she could see nothing, she could hardly move, she could not hear much.  She had started to kick and squirm when they picked up the bag she was in and started to carry it out of the apartment.

There was a laugh, almost more a giggle, then . . .

SSSHHHIIIIIITTTT - - - - - OOOAAAEEEEEE

Fuck!  They had lit up her ass with electricity.  That damn plug they had inserted in her was wired.  That was just too fucked up for words. 

But it had done its purpose.   She stopped wiggling.  The message had been communicated.

She had no idea where they were taking her.  The lack of knowledge was as frightening as the reality of being taken.  This was just impossible.  This could not be happening to her.  But it was.  She had never been so helpless in her life.  She was used to being in control.  She was always in control.  And, when she did not feel in control, she got the fuck out of wherever she was.  Right now, she wanted nothing as much as to get the fuck out of here. 

She felt herself lifted.  They were putting her in something.  She was pretty sure from what she could hear that it was a vehicle.  She did not like that idea, but she did not know what she could do about it.

She was lowered into something.  She could feel the sides – it was some kind of container. 

“FUCK!”  She had shouted but virtually no sound escaped from her.

Her bag was unzipped.  Unfortunately, she could not see anything because of the damn hood.  Just like Mia, although Brin had no knowledge of another occupant, Brin was wired and plugged before the zip on the bag was closed and she was strapped down in the container.

Both packages were secure and ready for transport.

After a time, Brin felt the movement of the vehicle.  She could also hear the sound of the engine, although it sounded very distant. 

She was hopeful that this would not be a long journey.  She did not know where they were going, and she did not want to go wherever they were taking her.  But she was so uncomfortable in her current situation she just wanted to get some relief.  It was clear that she was not going to be released until they got where they were going.  So, please, just get there.

EEEOOOO

Brin squealed.  It was not a shock this time.  No, something had squirted up into her bottom.  What in the fuck was that about?  Were they giving her an enema?  She had certainly done that before, but she had always been in control.  It had never been done to her by someone else.  Why in the fuck would they do this to her while she was bound, bagged and contained in a moving vehicle?

But there was something different about it.  She had worried at first.  She had tried to clamp down and stop it, but the liquid was flowing through the damn plug they had inserted in her.  She had no control over it.  She could not stop it; she could do nothing.  But it did stop.  There was not much liquid.  Maybe a litter.  Certainly not more.  That was not much of an enema.  And as it moved through her intestines it spread out.  She did not feel full or bloated.  Although there was an instant urge for a bowel movement, that passed. 

They did not empty her out.  They just let the liquid settle into her innards.  Brin was a smart girl.  She had paid attention in class.  She figured it out.  She did not like what she figured out.  They were using her back passage to hydrate her.  She did not know how effective that was, but certainly it must have some effect.  But it signaled two things she did not like at all.    First.  The trip was going to be long enough that her captors figured she needed hydrating.  That translated into maybe a full day – or even longer.  FUCK!  And second.  They did not need to move her or tamper with her confinement or restraints in any way in order to give her a drink.  However long this was going to be she was certainly going to spend it in her current situation.  A person could go for up to three days without water, but that had dangers.  They could not feed her for days.  Was this going to take days?  That was not a welcome thought, but it did not matter.  She had no control over anything.  She wished that had at least told her how long it would be.  This was bad.  This was very bad.

As these thoughts bounced around in her head Brin thought she heard a squealing sound.  It was very close to her, but still muffled.  It sounded almost like what she had emitted when they first pumped the liquid into her back end.  Surprise, fear, and resentment more than any serious pain.

Brin was not alone.  There was at least one other captive here.  She wished she could see what was going on.  She wished she could see her ‘sister’ captive.  As much as she did not like the idea of anyone else going through this – she really would not mind someone else going through this if she could be relieved of it – she did feel some comfort in the idea of numbers.  If there were more than just herself.  There was someone for her to try to work with.  She knew she was in serious trouble.  She knew that her companion was certainly in a similar situation.  They really would need to work together.  The people that they were up against were very efficient.  Brin was still amazed by the ease with which she had been captured and restrained.  She had gone back over it in her mind trying to ‘what if’ her way out of it.  In her mind there were defensive things she could have done.  But every one of those was dependent upon her having some for warning.  Certainly, if she knew she was going to be attacked, she could have done something to try to defend herself.  Although she was not even sure if that was true.  But she had not known.  She had no warning.  No warning at all until they were on her.  Certainly, good ambush tactics were a part of their game.

And how could she have known?  She did not know why she had been taken.  Not knowing why, she was taken made it very hard to figure out what she could have known.  She tried to think about anything out of the ordinary in the last few weeks.  They had acted like they knew everything about her and her home.  How had they done that without her having any knowledge?  How had they even gotten in?  No, she did not remember anyone watching her.  She did not remember any strange visitors or emails or packages – nothing.  Whoever they were they had done their job very discreetly.

That also meant that when someone did report her missing, it was unlikely that the police would have any real leads.  There would be no license plate of a vehicle stalking her.  There would be no description of strange people watching.  There would be no hints or clues in her social media or on her phone.  There would be no trail to follow.  And without any kind of a trail, she would just be a missing person.  Nobody would even know if she had left on her own or been taken.  She wanted to get on her social media and post; HELP ME!  But that was not going to happen.  She imagined that her social media would just go quiet.  Then in a few days people would start to wonder what had happened to her and where she was.  By then she would be . . . Where would she be?

Just then her thoughts were interrupted.  Something was happening.  It was happening between her legs.  They had crammed that stupid dildo thing up inside her and then strapped it tightly in place.  That, along with the plug in her backside, was extremely humiliating.  And the use of the rear plug to hydrate her had only increased the stress.  She had thought that the dildo in her front passage was not so much meant to do anything as to send a message.  But now she was learning that there was more to it.  More than she wanted to learn.

The damn thing had started to vibrate.  Not a lot, and not all of it.  It was vibrating at the base of the intruder.  That certainly had gotten her attention.  Her body did not, at least not yet, seem to be reacting to the vibration, but she knew well what vibration in that area could do.   She was certainly no stranger to vibrators.  She had several at home.  She rather liked them.  But that was something that was in her hand and under her control.  This was not under her control in any way.  

Then she felt the vibration move.  It was not constant throughout the device, but was, instead, moving up and down the shaft.  The sensation was strange.  And, worse, or better, it was starting to have an effect on her.  Her body was starting to respond to the vibration.  At least that part of her body was. 

But the strength of the vibration was so slight.  It was not ever going to get her there.  But there was nothing she could do to either make it stop, or increase.  This was going to get very irritating very quickly.

She twisted her arms in the armbinder.  She really needed a hand to be out.  She pulled and tried to work her arms.  Nothing helped.  Her arms were welded together by the leather of the binder.  If it was only over her lower arms, she might be able to twist an arm out, but it came up halfway up her upper arm.  There was no way to twist free of that.  She had no use of her arms, and she was going to continue to have no use of her arms.

The vibration kept moving up and down.  And, it had increased in intensity.  She was sure that it had increased.  Not a lot, but some.  And that was increasing her reaction.  She was squirming.  She was trying to move her hips back and forth.  She wanted to rub against something.  She wanted to rub against anything.  But she was held down with straps across her.  And the area below her was smooth.  There was nothing to rub against. 

This was seriously fucked up.  Why were they doing this.  The vibration was really getting to her now.  It was definitely stronger, but not strong enough to take her to satisfaction.  Fucker!  Was this on purpose?  Were they doing this to torment her?  Why would they do that?  She threw herself back and forth within the limits of her confines.  She could hear the squeak and groan of the leather that held her.  But she could do nothing to escape.  She could do nothing to stop what was happening.  She could do nothing to increase or stop the vibration – the torment and promise of pleasure – that was being visited to her so tender private area but kept just beyond reach.

She tried to ignore it.  She tried to think of other things, but in her condition what else could she even hope to think about?  She could only think about what they had done to her, the situation she was in, what they were doing to her, and why . . .why . . . why?  They, whoever they were, had clearly demonstrated that they were in full control, and she had none whatsoever.  Was she being punished because she had fought back?  That was possible.  Well, if they thought this would break her, they were completely wrong.  She was not going to give in to these people because they had the ability to torment her.  That was just not going to happen.  She may lay back and be careful, but the time would come when she was able to exert herself.  The time would come when she had enough freedom to fight back.  And when that happened.  She would not want to be them.  She was going to do serious damage to someone.  She did not know who.  She was unsure of when, but she was going to do it.  And nothing they did to her would stop it from happening.  It was only a matter of time.

The vibration was increasing in intensity.  Or was she becoming more sensitive.  At any rate, her ability to resist it was disappearing.  It did feel good.  Why did she want to fight it when it felt so good?  If this was their idea of torturing her – well, let them bring it on.

This was really feeling good.  The point of vibration kept moving.  It went up and down the shaft of the invader.  Where it pressed against her clitoris near the base and was clearly the most sensitive.  She wanted it to stay there, but it only buzzed there for a couple of seconds and then it moved away down the shaft.  It felt good to have the vibrations inside her, but not near as good as up near her more sensitive spot.   But it wasn’t staying up there as long as she needed.  But the motion was fairly predictable.  She could feel it move down the shaft.  That felt good.  Then she felt it start to work back up again.  She tried to push against it.  She tried to get extra pressure when it got to where she needed it.  But, she had virtually no movement.  She was so secure, belted down and boxed in.

She was moaning now.  Every time it came up to her most sensitive spot she would moan.  She would squirm.  She would push down against the hard surface below her.  There would be the slightest increase in the intensity.  Then the fucking thing moved away.  Her moan became a scream.  She could hear all of this clearly.  But the ball in her mouth filled almost every part of her oral cavity.  This muffled anything that came out.  She could make moaning and groaning sounds, but nothing that was even close to words.  And the hood over her head, then the bag she was held in and finally the container, all would have all but eliminated her sounds from escaping.  Someone could be right next to her, and they would not hear a thing.

Someone was right next to her, and Brin could not hear a thing. 

* * * * *

And Mia could not hear a thing.  She thought she had heard someone else brought in, but now she could not hear anything. 

Mia was also moaning and groaning.  The invader that sat deep in her pleasure pouch was performing just like the one in the box next to her.  Mia had no idea that there was a tandem operation going on.  She was uncertain if anyone was paying any attention at all.  After all, she was hogtied, hooded, bagged, and locked in a container.  From the outside, unless there was a way to see through the container and the bag, there would be nothing for anyone to see.

But there was.  On a computer screen nearby, all her vitals were showing from pads placed on her body before she was locked away.  And the program on the vaginal invader was clearly visible.  The operator, outside but near the two prisoners, could see what was happening to them and how their bodies were reacting.  She had the ability to make changes to the program.  She could slow, even stop, the movement of the vibrator area.  She could change the intensity of the vibrations, or make it increase and decrease randomly or by a pattern.

If Brin was finding the vibrator to be increasingly the focus of her attention, Mia had already jumped off that ledge.  Almost as soon as it had started, she was all in.  She was certainly no stranger to vibrators, and she rather liked this one – but for the inability to control its strength and location.   Just like Brin, she wanted it to linger at her clitoris.  That was the most sensitive area.  But it did not.  It kept moving up and down.  However, unlike Brin, the sensation from the deeper portions of her vaginal pouch did not reduce her reaction.  She could reach orgasm from both deep stimulation and surface stimulation.  Accordingly, the pattern of the vibrator was shifting between her responsive areas. 

And she was loving it.  It had not taken long before she was fully committed.  Like her partner a few feet away, she was completely helpless and deprived of almost all movement.  Still, she squirmed and rotated her hips from one angle to another as the sensations moved through her.

Finally, she was getting close.  She was not sure if she would cum on the clitoris or deep inside.  She didn’t care.  One or the other.  As it turned out she hit first on the deep portion of her anatomy.  She screamed, twisted, pulled at her bonds, and stiffened whatever parts of her body that she could.

Marvelously, the device continued to do its work and follow its pattern, and when it once again reached the base of the device and vibrated against her clitoris, she came again.  Screaming even louder if that was possible.  She had just had back-to-back orgasms, one from deep within and the other on the surface.  That was amazing. 

Her body had stiffened, but now started to ease up.  That had been something.

Then she felt liquid entering her backside.  She already had figured out that they were using the butt plug to hydrate her.  Well, why not.  She was sure she had lost a lot of liquid in that experience.  She could use the liquid.  She would have preferred them to remove the hood and the horrible gag and let her drink, but she also knew that was not an option.  This is how they were going to hydrate her.  It sucked, but it is what it is and she needed to get used to it.

Within minutes she felt very tired.  Well, she had just had two back-to-back orgasms.  Of course, she was tired.

And then she was asleep.  It was only a mild sedative, but it would keep her asleep for much of her journey to the training facility.

Soon the monitors showed that both occupants, each in her own shipping container, were fast asleep.


Chapter 4

Brin awoke. 

She had been asleep.  How had that even happened?  Her back hurt, her shoulders hurt, every part of her hurt.  She had never been so completely uncomfortable. 

But what they had put her through . . . well, she had never quite had an orgasm that measured up to that.  That was a sad fact, but it was true.  Had she been so overwhelmed that she had passed out?  That was certainly possible, but she remembered coming down from the high.  She remembered the liquid once again flowing into her bottom.  Fuck – she really hated that.  But she did not remember much after that.

How long has she been asleep?  It must have been at least a little while.  She remembered feeling bloated.  She did not feel bloated now, so the liquid must have been able to dissipate.  She really did not know.  And since nobody even told her how long the trip was going to be there was nothing to measure time against. 

She was in so much pain.  But as she was thinking about things, she felt a change in the motion of the transport.  There is a thrumming, a natural vibration of a vehicle moving at a constant pace.  That had been interrupted.  The vehicle had slowed.  And the road was not as smooth.  Strapped down on the bottom of a hard container – with a very hard bottom – did not help.

For the umpteenth time, she pulled and twisted at her bonds.  The fucking armbinder was firmly held in place.  Her arms were pulled so close together that her elbows almost met.  The body was not designed to do that, at least hers was not.  And it fucking hurt.  She once again tried to pull her legs away, but that was not happening.  Besides, she was strapped down inside the damn container.  She could not see what it looked like because of the hood, but she had felt enough of the sides and heard enough to know that even if she were not fully restrained, getting out would be very difficult if not impossible.

The vehicle turned to the right.  Then it turned back to the left.  Brin was shifted around inside.  And, it had clearly slowed down.  Were they at the destination?  Please let it be so.  If only she knew how long she had been asleep.  It could have been minutes or even hours.  That really messed with her head.  It meant that she had not the slightest idea where she was.  She assumed it was still on the American continent.  She did not think she had been transferred to a different mode of transportation, but she could not even be completely sure of that.

Then the vehicle did stop.  This could be it. Was that a good thing?  She really needed some relief.  She was very afraid of what was about to happen to her now, but to the extent that it involved getting her out of these restraints, she was all on board.

Brin waited for something to happen.  It was so infuriating to have no idea what was going on.  Maybe they had not reached their destination.  This could just be a stop along the way, and she could be consigned to wait as she was.  Wait until someone else decided it was time to take her out.  She was just stored goods at this point.

She pulled and twisted and jerked at her restraints.  She had no real hope that any of them would yield to her assault, but she needed to fight back in some way.  Although it only increased her sense of frustration.  It brought home clearly the extent to which she was under the control of others, and that she had completely lost any control.

She finally settled down.  She lowered her head in frustration and tried to sleep.  She was in too much pain to sleep.  She kept trying to adjust her position, move her arms, move her legs, do anything to ease up her position.  Nothing worked.  She had so little movement that she could not even adjust her position.  There was no way to remove the strain on her body. 

Her eyes filled with tears.  Even if she was not hooded, she would have trouble seeing anything right now. 

Ok.  Think yoga.  She had done some yoga.  That was a way to relax your muscles, right?  Well, she thought that was right.  Why had she not done more of it?  She was not really trained to do yoga, but she knew it had to be the answer to her current situation.  The only problem was she had no idea how to put herself in that mindset.  Everything hurt.  Everything hurt too much to relax.  How can you relax a muscle that is throbbing?  She did not know the answer.  She tried to put the pain out of her head, but that did not work.  The pain was there.  It was not going away.  Nothing helped. 

Her tears were interrupted by sound.   What was happening?

The container was being opened!  Was it?  Yes, it was.  She was sure that is what was happening.  Then the straps were being released.  They were actually releasing her.  At least releasing the bag that held her from the inside of the container. 

Would they take her out?  Or would she just be carried to a new location?  At least she had a little movement.  It was not much, but it was an improvement.  But she was afraid.  She was very afraid of what they would do if she resisted.  She needed to be taken out of this bag.  And just as important, she needed this fucking arm binder off her arms.  She needed to have the use of her arms and legs back.  She could not take this anymore.  That needed to change.  It needed to change right now.

The bag was picked up.  She would have preferred them opening the fucking bag and taking her out.  She needed out of the bag and out of these restraints.  She wanted to pull and twist at her restraints, but something told her that would not end well.  She tried to remain as motionless as she could.

Everything was stiff and sore.  How long had that trip been?  How long had she been asleep?  Could it really have been a long time.  It felt like she had been restrained like this forever.

Where was she?  At least if they would take her out of the bag she could see where she was, of course that would require removing the bag on her head as well.  This was too fucked up for words.

After what was a short trip, she was put on the ground.  Then she did feel and hear the bag being opened.  Thank heavens. 

Her arms were kept in the armbinder, but the attachment to her ankles was released and she was stood up.  Her ankles were still fastened together, and she might have fallen over except that someone was holding her in place.

Finally – finally at long last – she felt the bag over her head loosened and then lifted off.

She had to close her eyes.  Even though the bag over her head did not block all light, it had been very dark in the larger bag and her eyes had not adjusted.  Slowly she opened her eyes.

Standing in front of her was a woman of about forty.  She had light brown hair.  She was dressed in a khaki shirt and pants.  Standing next to her was another woman.  She was younger and a few inches shorter.  Neither were as tall as Brin. 

Brin was also aware of someone standing next to her.  She looked to her right and was shocked.  She had to double take to make sure it was not a mirror she was looking into.  It was another girl, but not just a girl.  It was a girl that looked so much like Brin that they could be at least sisters, if not twins.  Because of the muzzle gag over the lower part of her face, some of her features were blocked.  But the rest of her.  The color of her hair.  Her height.  Her build.  She was obviously very fit, just like Brin. She had firm breasts, about a D cup, just like Brin.  Even the size of her areolas was almost identical to Brin.  Her skin tone was just a touch lighter, more like Brin looked in the winter.

The girl was standing, also being supported by another woman.  She had her arms behind her, and although Brin could not see all of her, she could see enough to see ropes at her elbows and wrists.  She was tied.  That was different.  She was not in an armbinder.  Brin wondered for a second or two which was the more uncomfortable.  She decided it did not matter.  Either was unacceptable.  She and her doppelganger were both prisoners.  Did the fact that they looked so much alike have anything to do with her being taken?  Who was this girl?  Why did they want her?  Was she the one they wanted, and they only scooped up Brin because of the similarities?  If that was so, then what was going to happen to her?  She thought of crime shows she had seen and the specter of a shallow grave in the desert.

The woman moved forward.  She was in between the two captives.

“Very nice.  They will work.”

As she spoke, she reached out and caressed a breast, one each on the two captives.

Brin jumped and almost fell over.  Her ankles were still bound.  The woman smiled and laughed.

“You two are very lucky indeed.  You have been selected for the great honor of becoming a ponygirl team.”

A what?  Brin asked herself.  What in the fuck was that?  Why was that an honor.  It did not sound like an honor.  It did not sound like anything Brin wanted to do, let alone become.  This was completely crazy.  She needed to get out of this madhouse.

Brin shook her head back and forth.  “OOOOee”.  She continued to shake her head.  The fucking gag was too effective.

WOOOSSHHH  - - - - - CCCRRACKKKK - - - - - - - OOOEEEAAAaa

Fuck.  She had been struck with a quirk across her buttocks.  She did not like that.  It hurt.  But she got the message.  Shut the fuck up.  She stopped trying to talk.  She was not capable of saying anything that was understandable anyway.  She stopped moving.  She tried to just stand there.

The woman took Brin’s left breast in her hand again, and then with a marker, wrote something over it.  “I am naming you First Light.”  Brin looked down to see this name written in marker across her flesh.  That was unacceptable.

She moved over to the other girl.  Grabbed her left breast and wrote again.  “You will be Evening Mist.”  The other girl did not move or react.  She was looking straight ahead as if completely stunned by what was happening.

“Ok, these two are certainly tired at this point.  Please get them processed and bedded down as quickly as possible.  I want them rested and ready for training in 12 hours.”

Then the woman walked away.  She was clearly in charge of things here.  What did ‘processed’ mean?  Brin was not happy with anything that had happened so far.  She did not think she was going to like being processed and she did not like the idea of “training”.


Chapter 5

Mia had also been very surprised that she had somehow slept.  It confused her because she remembered the bitch who had taken her telling her that it was going to be a very long trip to the “training facility.”  Was this the training facility, because she certainly could not have been asleep for the hours the woman had said – or could she?

She had also been shocked when she was unhooded and saw the other girl standing next to her.  She also noted the significant similarity to herself.

Who was this girl?  How had they taken her? What did this all mean?  Mia noted that the other girl’s arms were not tied like hers, but instead encased in some kind of leather device.  It wrapped her arms from halfway above her elbows down to a sack at the bottom for her hands.  The outline of her arms, welded together, could be plainly seen in the leather.

Mia was tied with rope, and her elbows had been pulled together, about as close as the binder on the other girl, and equally inescapable.  She had tried everything she could to loosen the bindings, to find a knot, to do anything to escape.  She had been unable to get any relief.

Of course, she had been hogtied, but now she was no longer hogtied. It was great to have her legs down, but everything ached. She wanted to try to twist and turn at her wrists to see if anything had loosened, but there was someone standing with her, holding her up.  She would have to wait.  Her arms ached.  Her back and shoulders ached.  Her back was stiff from being hogtied, but that was starting to loosen up.  Her legs felt like jelly.  If someone was not holding her, she would certainly collapse.

When the woman in khaki named her Evening Mist, and wrote the new name on her chest, Mia was stunned.  “Evening Mist?”  What the fuck was that about?  Ponygirl?  Well, Mia knew what a ponygirl was, at least fictionally, but that was not a real thing.  She had even seen some ponygirl accoutrements, made for those who wanted to play such things.  She was not interested.  She did not care for ‘fuzzies’ or any other type of animal play.  She was not a fucking animal, and nobody was going to make her one.  FUCK THEM.  Granted, she had thought the concept of being a ‘sex slave’ was entrancing, well, it was interesting.  But a ponygirl?  She was not an animal.  That was not acceptable.

She was happy when her ankles were untied.  The more they released the better.  She needed to escape this place.  She did not like it when a noose was dropped over her head, and she was led along following the other girl. 

She considered resisting but decided that now was not the time.  She and the other girl were both tied, they both had a noose around their neck, and they were being led someplace.  There was also another person walking behind them.  Mia did not see a good opportunity for resistance.  She had seen the other girl get whipped when she had resisted.  And she knew that the person walking just behind her had a quirk.  She did not want to feel it.

They were led into a room with some low short table-like structures.  The other girl was led up to one of the tables, Mia toward another.

The table caught her at waist level.  She was pushed forward onto the table.  She did not like that, but with her arms tied behind her she was not really in a place to resist. 

When they had her upper body face down on the table, a strap was pulled over her neck, fed through a slit in the table and buckled below.  Even if she were not tied, she would be completely unable to release herself. 

Another strap was pulled across her waist.  She was not getting up from the table.  What were they going to do?

Her legs were still a little bit wobbly from all the time she had been tied.  Someone grabbed a leg and moved it to the side.  That seemed strange, then she felt a strap pulled around her ankle.  It was being fastened to the table leg – a very heavy leg.

Fuck no.  She tried to pull her leg loose, but it was too late.  The strap had already confined her ankle.  Oh, fuck no!  She knew they were coming for her other ankle.  She tried to move it out of reach.  There was no place to go.  She tried to kick with it, but she could not see where her tormentors were.

SSSSWWOOOSSHHH - - - - - - - TTTHHHRRAACKKK - - - - - - - - -EEEOOOOaaaaOOO

That fucking hurt.  It was right across the middle of her buttocks.  She did not like that at all.  She did not want to be whipped.

SSSSWWIIIISSHHH - - - - - - - CCRRACCKKK - - - - - - - - OOOEEEAAooOO

Ok, ok.  She got it.  She stopped moving her free leg.  She even moved it out in the direction she knew it was going to be taken.  And it was.  She felt the strap fastened around the ankle.  She was now completely helpless.  It was not that she could have really done anything.  It was inevitable that she would end up like this.  Why had she resisted?  All she had done was get herself punished.  She was going to have to work her way through this situation.  The other girl had been whipped for only slight resistance.  Now she had been also whipped for almost passive resistance.  She did not want to obey these people.  They had no right to do this to her, but what real choice did she have?

She needed to find a way out of this.  She was not sure how she was going to do it, but she was not going to be their fucking ponygirl.  If she wasn’t gagged so effectively, she would tell them where they could put that idea.

She tried to look over at the other girl to see what was happening with her, but the tables were oriented at angles and separated by partial partitions to prevent an occupant of a table from seeing any of the others.

But something good was happening. The ropes binding her elbows were being untied.  Thank heaven for that.  She was surprised that her arms had not gone numb, were these freaks really that good with ropes?  Still there was some reduction in blood flow and when the ropes at her elbows came away, she could feel the blood rushing back in.

Her wrists were next.  When they were untied, her arms flopped down at her sides.  She was not sure she could even control them.  She started to move one arm, then the other.  Her arm was taken by someone.  She tensed, but they began to massage it.  Yes, that felt good.  Ok, they could do that.  For a good couple of minutes her arm was massaged.  Then the other arm.  That was from someone on the other side of her.  Both arms were being massaged at the same time. 

Then she felt something pushed against her right arm.  Her arms were lifted and pushed up a little.  Something was now against her upper left arm as well.  What were they doing? She could feel something happening.  She tried to move her arms, but they were held in place.  The fuckers had fastened cuffs onto each of her upper arms.  The cuffs were attached to a bar that extended across her back. 

She did not like this. She tried to wiggle her arms loose.  Nothing happening.  Her tormentors let her push and pull and experiment with her new restraint.  Fuck! 

Then they were back.  Each lifted a lower arm and pushed it up against the bar between her upper arms.  Her wrists met in the middle of the bar, and before Mia could even react, a belt was pulled around her wrists and fastened to the top of the bar. 

She was in a functional box tie.  It was a lot more comfortable than having her arms fussed down her back, but she felt just as helpless. Strapped down to the table she could not do anything to resist anything they wanted to do to her.  At least her front was protected by the table surface, but a great deal of her was still exposed. 

A woman in a white jacket rolled a cart up next to Mia.  Given the way she was pinned down to the table it was hard to get her head around and get a good look.  At first, she thought it was a woman, but as she struggled to look, she did not think this person was very old.  Was that a good or bad thing?

The woman (girl) swabbed down her right flank and upper buttocks with something that was strong smelling and immediately felt very cold.  Ok, they were cleaning her skin with alcohol.  But why clean there?

The alcohol quickly dried.  The woman looked at something on a clipboard, picked up an ink marker and started to draw on Mia’s skin.  She placed something against her flank and used it to guide further work.  Fuck!  Even though Mia had never had a tattoo, she knew what this was.  She was not overly turned off by the idea of tattoos even though she had never chosen to have one.  It seemed that she was about to have one – or more.  And, as the girl worked, it seemed like a lot.  What the fuck was she going to put down there? 

It was so wrong to put a tattoo on someone without their consent.  She was pretty sure whatever they were going to do there, she was not going to like it.  She knew tattoos could be removed, but it was painful and could well leave a scar.  She did not want that.  But what choice did she have.

Mia tried to voice her complaint.  “OOO.  Onn.  Oooo aa.”  Fuck, she did not even understand what she was saying.  The girl stopped for a second.  Pulled another belt over Mia’s right thigh and tightened it down.  Then she pushed something up into Mia’s body.  It felt large and filled her vaginal area.  She had been plugged in that area and teased by something when she had been secured for transport.  It had been a vibrator, and it had made her cum several times before she fell asleep – she was still very suspicious of that part of things.  This thing felt different.  When the new invader was well into her body the girl fastened something to the end of the device and then to the table.  The plug was another way of limiting her movement.  But as it turned out, these people liked things to have multiple purposes.

“You are going to be a very good girl for me.  After all you don’t want to fuck up this work now, do you?”  The girl had moved around to the side, closer to Mia’s head, and she was clearly a girl.  Maybe a little older than Mia, but not more than a few years.   She held something up in front of Mia’s face and then pushed a button.

ZZZHHIIITTTT - - - - - - - OOOOUUUAAAAeeee

The electrical charge had surged through her.  That hurt.  That was not pleasurable at all.  In transport they had plugged her with something that gave pleasure.  Here she was plugged with a little torture device.  But Mia got the message.  The girl was going to tattoo something on Mia and Mia was going to hold very still while it was done.  She really did not want it done, but all she would accomplish by struggling was to receive more shocks – she did not want that – and smear the tattoo.  If she did have to have a tattoo, she did not want it to look terrible.  That would be even worse.  She did not need to have something that looked like a prison tattoo.  At least this girl seemed to know what she was doing.

The girl worked for a long time.  The device buzzed and moved over Mia’s skin.  It hurt a little, but not bad.  Mia was able to tune out the pain.  Mostly she was curious.  What were they putting there?  Would they even show her when they were done?  She hoped so.

When the girl was done with the tattoo on her right flank – almost more on her buttocks – she turned her attention to the left shoulder.  She again cleaned the area with alcohol.  Mia suppressed a sob.  This time was a little different.  The girl had a small box.  It was approximately six inches by four inches.  She pushed it down onto Mia’s shoulder.  Got it to the place she wanted and then taped it down.

When it was in place, she turned it on.  This was a lot more painful.  Many needles were poking at her skin.  This tattoo was automated.  Mia did not like that.  At least the first tattoo had been carefully sketched on and then worked by hand.  The girl may be young, but Mia sensed that she took pride in her work.  That added a sense of relief to the insult of a forced tattoo.  Whatever she had tattooed onto her, it might look ok.  But this thing on her shoulder, that was very troublesome.

When the device was finally removed, the area was cleaned, and a bandage placed over it.  She had no idea what was there and could not even see it.

But at the moment there were other concerns.  She was bent over the table and her legs were spread and restrained.  Someone was now probing at her backside.  She tried to twist around to see, but with her body and neck held down she could not get a good look.  The only thing she was sure of was that it was not the girl who had tattooed her.

Something pushed up against her sphincter.  They had only just removed the plug from her rear – she was very happy about that – and now they were back doing something there.  FUCK!  That was enough of that!

She could feel something entering her back space.  Then there was pressure on the sides.  The area was still a little tender from the lengthy occupation of the plug.  What were they doing back there?  She could feel something being moved into place.  The hands moved away, but something was still in place holding her sphincter open.  It felt like she was in the middle of a bowel movement, but that was not the case.  Nothing was actually coming out of her. 

What she could not see was the installation of an anal collar.  It kept her anal passage open with about a one-inch diameter.  That meant that anything moving down her intestinal track would not be held back by her sphincter.  Its function had been compromised. 

Then Mia felt something being pushed up inside her back area. A plug of about six inches in length was inserted through the collar.  When it was in place, a quarter turn to the right was answered with a click as it locked into place.  Mia realized what they had done.  She realized that they had added something to her body that would provide them with easy access to her back passage.  It appeared that that part of her body was going to be abused on a frequent basis. She wondered what other nightmares they had in mind for her back passage.  She really needed to get the fuck out of here.  This was much too much.

Only then was she released from the bench. She was moved to her feet.  Her instinct was to run, but she had no idea where she was, and the tight grip of handlers on either side of her made that impossible.

They walked her only a few feet to a chair, kind of like the chair in a salon.  She was turned and pushed back into the chair.  Strangely, there was a space built into the chair to accommodate her bound arms.  That was not a good sign. 

Once she was down into the chair a strap was pulled across her stomach and another across her neck.  She was not going anywhere.  There were two lower protrusions to the chair.  One for each leg.  Her legs were positioned and then strapped down at the ankle and above the knee.  Mia was not liking this.  She thought she was completely helpless, but then her head was pushed back, and a strap pulled across her forehead.  Now she could not even move her head. 

Only when her head was firmly held were the straps on the panel gag that she had worn so long released and the gag pulled out.  Her jaw hurt.  She resisted saying anything although she was almost overwhelmed with the need to berate her captors and ask questions – oh so many questions.

But before she could even think about it, her shifting and exercising of her jaw was interrupted by something being pushed into her mouth.  She would have closed her mouth and resisted, but it caught her completely by surprise.  She tried to shift her head about, but it was firmly held in place.  She felt pressure in her mouth as the device that had just been inserted was opened.  It was a dental spreader, and in moments her mouth was wide open.

The individual who had inserted the dental spreader then started to look around in her mouth.  She inspected her teeth.  Mia had good teeth.  She was careful with her dental hygiene.  So, she was shocked when the person appeared with a large needle and stabbed (ok Mia’s thought on the action) into her lower gums at the back of her mouth.  What the fuck was that for?  She did not need any dental work.

While the injection slowly numbed her mouth the individual turned to other things on her face.  Something was pushed deep into her nose, wiggled around a little.  Then she felt something pushed up the other nostril.  Mia tried to move her head, but she could not. Whatever had been fed up one nostril was now pulled down through the other.  When the two ends were brought together below her nose, they were clicked into a small holder that made them into a ring.  It was a ring that was threaded into her sinus cavity.  She did not even know this was possible.  All she knew was she did not like it. It irritated her sinuses, but more importantly, when the woman pulled on it, it hurt like hell.

The woman returned to her mouth.  She poked at the deadened area at the back of her mouth then used forceps to grab her tongue.  What the fuck?  She pulled it forward and her assistant took hold keeping Mia’s tongue stretched uncomfortably forward. 

Mia saw the fucking punch device moved over her tongue. 

OOOAAAGGAAAEEE.   She tried to protest.  She tried to move her head.  She tried to do anything, but there was nothing to be done.  There was a pain in her tongue as a hole was punched just forward of the middle.  Mia knew individuals with tongue piercings, but she did not want to be one.  Well, now she was.  The woman inspected the hole and installed a piece through her tongue with a small ball on the top. 

If only that were the end.  It was not.  The woman pointed her attention back to Mia’s teeth.  She entered Mia’s mouth with a small hammer and a type of chisel.  Her mouth was pretty much numb now so it did not hurt, but she could feel the pressure as the second to the last bottom molar on each side was removed.  Mia was really pissed by this.  Those were perfectly good teeth.  There was no reason, and certainly no justification for removing those teeth.  Someone was going to pay big time for this.

The woman moved her attention to between Mia’s spread legs.  Instinctively she tried to close them, but they were each strapped down on a separate piece of frame that allowed them to be moved, and right now they were moved apart exposing Mia’s private areas.

The woman ran her hand over Mia’s vaginal area.  “Well, this will have to go.”  Mia kept her private area well-trimmed, but there was still a fair amount of hair.  The woman grabbed a few fingers full of hair and tugged – not to gently.  Mia squeaked as the woman came at the area between her legs with clippers.  She quickly moved them up through the hair removing everything but stubble.

A young woman arrived holding a bowl of water.  She set it down on a table near Mia.  The older woman removed a cloth from the bowl and began to wet down Mia’s crotch area.  Then she reached into another smaller bowl, removed lather and spread it over Mia’s crotch area.  She worked it in and without looking up went to work with a straight razor.  Mia could only watch in fascination and horror as any last sign of the growth that marked her an adult disappeared. 

Mia’s privates were wiped down.  The woman then carefully inspected Mia’s vaginal lips.  This was very unnerving.  She should not be doing this.  She pinched and poked and pulled at them.  It didn’t hurt, but it felt very invasive.  Especially so because Mia was restrained and could do nothing about it. 

But she did not stop with her labium.  Fingers found Mia’s clitoris.  What the fuck!  She began to work this important part of her body.  Mia could feel the little bud hardening.  This was so wrong.  But it did feel good.  It felt very good.  Mia watched for a moment, but then she looked up and away.  It was too troubling to watch what was going on.  She would just try to enjoy what she could.

EEEEOOAAAAAAAA

FUCK!!!  That had hurt like hell.  She looked down to see the woman removing the fucking punch.  The woman was then inserting something into Mia’s clit.  The fucker had punched a hole in her clit and was threading something into the hole.  Mia watched as she then fed a U-shaped piece up over the pin and locked it into place.  There was now a small shackle hanging from her clit.  That was just too fucked up for words.  And it hurt.   Not as much as when it was punched, but it hurt. 

The woman looked into her face, smiled, and then moved her attention to Mia’s breasts. 

OH NO!  Fuck that.  Mia tried to twist and pull at her body, but she had almost no movement.  The woman had no trouble collecting first one and then the other breast and punching a hole through them, each about an inch back from the nipple.  A pin was then fed through each piercing and a U-shaped shackle installed over each.  Mia did not like the look of these additions.  This was further manifested by the cable that was strung into her head through her nostrils.  The very thought of being let around by her nose – the clear message from this last piece of jewelry – was almost more than Mia could take.  She did not know what she was going to do, but she needed to do something.

Then the girl who had done the tattoos on her backside was back.  She pulled down Mia’s lower lip, held it in place with a clip and tattooed something inside.  That made no sense to Mia, but she was happy that it was out of sight.

Not so much the next addition.  Over her left breast, the marker label “Evening Mist” was wiped away with alcohol, but quickly replaced with a tattoo proclaiming the new moniker.  Mia could watch this because of where it was, but quickly could not take it anymore.  She closed her eyes and just prayed for this to come to an end as quickly as possible.  Evening fucking Mist.  She was NOT Evening Mist.  At least if they were going to give her some new name, she should have had some say in it.  Not here, not in this nut house.  She had had as much as she could take of this place.  But she had no choice.

Brin, of course, was subjected to almost identical treatment only a short distance from Mia.  They did not know each other, had been unable to communicate, and even now, could not see what was happening to each other. 


Chapter 6

Both new ponies were left to rest from the processing. Although very tired, neither felt very prone to rest.  And laying strapped to some chair with your legs spread and your mouth held open was certainly not Brin’s idea of rest. 

She glanced down at her right breast.  “First Light”.  The name that the woman had given her and written in marker on her body was now tattooed there.  It was not that it was a terrible name, it was that it was a name that had been assigned to her by others, indelibly marked on her person, and meant to identify her not as a person, but as an animal.  She was a good athlete, and athletes sometimes obtained nick names.  This was different.  This name was meant to substitute for her real name.  It was meant to take away her name and recognize her as property.  She was not someone’s property.  She was her own person. 

She hated what they had done to her mouth.  When the woman returned and focused on her mouth once again Brin was very nervous.  She inserted something into each of the spaces that had been created by the removal of teeth.  Brin was furious.  They would not need to be putting anything in if they had not removed two perfectly good teeth. 

When the woman was happy with the installation she once again left.  For the next few hours there was nothing for Brin to do but sit and stare around the room.  She saw the other girl nearby.  Because the chairs were facing away from each other she could not get a good look at her, but she was pretty sure it was the girl who had been in the van with her.  They had both apparently been taken at about the same time.  She wished she could talk to this other girl, but she could not talk with this stupid spreader in her mouth.

Brin was almost numb when another person entered the room.  This time attention was paid to her hair.  She had only recently had her hair done, but the long trip in the bag had caused it to become a complete mess.  Nobody had seemed to care over the last little while and given the ongoing insults to her body Brin had not paid any attention to the fact that she must look frightful.

The girl – she seemed quite young – first washed Brin’s hair.  That actually felt good.  Maybe this part would not be so bad.  But then she went to work on the sides of Brin’s head with the clippers.  Brin shrieked in dismay as her hair was cut away, swipe after swipe.  Were they going to make her bald too?  When she shook her head back and forth in protest the girl only stepped back, smiled, and Brin saw her hand move . . .

SSSWWIITTT - - - - - - - - TTTHHRRACCKK - - - - - - - OOOEEEAAAA

Right across the top of her breasts.

The girl stepped back in, leaned down into Brin’s face and stared at her.  Not a word was spoken, but Brin understood.  She nodded her head up and down. 

She looked into the eyes of the girl looking for some sympathy.  There was none.  She looked away, then she closed her eyes.  The girl resumed her work.  When she had finished Brin still had some hair.  She had a 1-inch strip down the center of her head.  It was about ten inches in length.  The rest was gone.  Gone and shaved clean. 

The remaining mane was braided into braids about every three inches.  Nice blue ribbons were tied at the end of each braid. 

Brin only felt more humiliated.  This was no haircut for a human.  This was a perfect hair cut for an equine creature.  That is what they intended her to be. 

When the girl had finished, she left Brin and moved to the other soon to be pony strapped to another chair in the room.  It was still difficult for Brin to see what was happening, but from what had happened to her she had a pretty good idea what was happening and was able to watch at least some of it.  The other girl did not seem to be struggling, but what use would it be?  Brin had struggled for a moment, but it had really done no good.  She had been beaten.  She could clearly see and feel the red stripe across the top of her breasts.  It had been clearly communicated that she would continue to be punished until she complied, so she had complied.  She felt her eyes fill with tears.  They were going to hurt her.  They were going to hurt her until she did the things, they wanted her to do.  It mattered not that she wanted to do none of this.  They were going to ensure that she did what they wanted, exactly and fully what they wanted.  She really had no choice.

After the other girl had had her hair cut and her new mane braided, another woman came into the room.  She inspected the other girl first.  Brin could not tell exactly what was happening, but she seemed to be taking a lot of liberties with the restrained body.

She came over to Brin.  First, she stood back and looked her over.  She nodded.  Then she stepped in close.  She inspected the new mane, lifting some of the braids.  Then she lifted the rings extending from Brin’s nose.  Brin wanted to turn her head away, but the woman already had the rings in hand.  Turning would hurt.  She did not move.  The woman gave a small pull.  There was not much pressure to that, but it still hurt, up deep in her head.  She had had sinus headaches before; this was like that only worse than she could even remember.  The message was clear.  She would not resist following these rings. 

Next, she went to the shackles in her breasts.  These were heavier than the rings in her nasal passages, although those were so much more irritating because of the way the cable invaded her head, but she could feel the weight from the breast shackles.  When the woman lifted first one and then the other and tugged at them it was clear that they were very well anchored in her flesh.  It was very uncomfortable when they were pulled, but not near as painful as the awful thing in her nose.  Even so, she could see that these would also be a means of controlling her.  This was not good.

The final shackle to be inspected was the one through her clit.  It was closer in size and weight of the rings in her nose.  It hurt when it was tugged, but again, not as much as her nose.  She wondered if this was really for additional control, or if this was just meant to demean her.  It certainly did that. 

The woman ran her hand over the now smooth flesh of Brin’s private area – or what had once been considered to be her private area.  It now seemed that it was neither private nor hers.  The woman even pushed a finger up between her vaginal lips, gently stroking an area of Brin’s body that should have been off limits to this unknown person.  Brin felt herself pull at her arms.  If only she had the use of her arms.  But she did not.  They were so well restrained behind her. 

She could not watch any more.  She closed her eyes.  She could still feel the fingers of the woman as she handled much of Brin’s body.  She checked the muscles of her thighs.  She inspected Brin’s abdomen.  She carefully examined each breast, squeezing, kneading, and inspecting and flicking each nipple.  This latter did get Brin to open her eyes and look up at her tormentor.  The woman seemed to be expecting that because she looked right into Brin’s face and smiled.  Still, not a word was said.

When she was satisfied, she stepped back and turned to the girl.  “Good.  Use the cream and then let them rest for a few hours.”

Cream?  What cream?  Brin did not know why she had a bad feeling about this, but she did. 

The girl brought back a tub of cream and began to spread in between Brin’s legs, all over the area that had been shaved.  Then she went to her head and creamed the sides where the hair had been shaved.

What was this?  Well, it did not take long before it started to burn.  Really burn.  Brin began to twist and pull at her restraints.  This stuff was terrible.  It was like an icy hot on steroids.  It seemed to not just burn the surface, but to be burning down into the depth of her skin.  It was as if it were attacking every follicle in the affected areas.  It was.  While a single treatment could not completely kill the hair, a lot would be killed, and the remaining ones would be severely retarded in growth.  Brin did not like this.  She did not like it at all, but there was not a thing she could do about it.

* * * * *

Liz was thrilled.  She was going to be given her own ponies to train.  She had been assisting in pony training for over a year now, and finally she was deemed ready to take on her own charge.  It was to be one of the new ponies.  A Palomino named First Light.  They still needed her beast for the rest of the day for processing.  After that it would be so traumatized and tired that it would be worthless to try to do anything with it.  Instead, it would be returned to the stable and allowed to rest until morning.  In the morning – tomorrow morning – Liz would get her first animal for her to train.  She was so excited.  She had not been able to keep from going to the processing center and sneaking a peek of her new animal.  She was very careful to keep the new trainee from seeing her, but she had been able to get a glimpse of it.  Tomorrow morning could not come too early.  It looked fit.  It looked healthy.  It even looked spirited.  It had submitted, but it never looked depressed or defeated.  Instead, Liz could see some fire there.  The animal was rearing to lash out and show its fire, but it was also smart enough to know when it had no chance.  Yes, this was going to be a great pony.  And Liz was determined to make sure it succeeded.

Liz looked at the other new pony.  Initially the trainer for this animal would be Mandy. Mandy would also be working with Liz. Liz was happy about that.  Mandy was not only a very experienced trainer, but very personable, and she would be working with Liz very carefully as these two ponies were scheduled to be trained as a pair.  And more importantly, they were destined for something special that their boss had in mind.  Liz could not wait to see the two ponies standing next to each other in full tack.  That would be tomorrow.  But from what she could see from here, she did not want to get into the line of sight of either pony at this point, the selection group had done a great job.  These two looked like they were at least sisters, more like twins.  The body types were very similar.  Even the musculature seemed to be the same.  Liz could not gage height because they were both seated, but the general look seemed to indicate that they would be very close.  A small difference in height could be accommodated slightly raising the bottoms of the boots of one pony, but that would only be used for up to a quarter of an inch.  It was important not to interfere with the pony’s ability to move about on its boots and to run.

Liz could not be happier when she finely turned away and left the area.  She was going to have a great deal of trouble sleeping tonight.

* * * * *

Mia was anything but happy.  Like Brin she had had her most private area ‘tenderized’ both by strikes to her labia – those hurt like hell – and then by the terrible cream that burned and itched.  All the other things they had done to her made changes to her body and condition.  Piece by piece they had imposed themselves on her very being.  Now they were doing something to her once private parts.  She had heard the mention of ‘tenderizing’.  Well, if they were trying to make her labium more tender, they were succeeding.  The cream burned so badly that Mia involuntarily squirmed to try to escape from it.  There was, of course, no escape.  She pulled at her arms trying to bring a hand into play, but she could not.  The pain just went on and on.  And when it started to diminish the itch increased.  It was almost worse.  She wanted to at least rub herself against something to try to relieve the itch.  But she was strapped down such that there was nothing she could bring into play to help with her situation. 

That horrible woman had looked down into her face and smiled at her.  It was not a friendly smile.  It was like the cat smiling at the canary from only a few feet away.  The canary always knew that it was about to become a meal.  And Mia knew that to this woman she was the canary.  That was terrifying.

She was glad when the woman finally left.  Then everyone else left, and the two soon to be ponies were left to just sit and contemplate the future.  Mia really wanted to talk to the other girl in the room, but she could not.  She could barely see her.  She tried to look around to take her mind off the burning between her legs.  It worked a little but left to her own devices in many ways was not a blessing.  She had been through so many horrors in the last couple of days.  What was next?  Was this the worst or was there more to come?  She was pretty sure that there was much more to come.


Chapter 7

Brin stood looking at the wall in front of her.  She had little other option in that she had a bit in her mouth and reins from the bit were tied to a ring not more than two feet away.  Her doppelganger was standing about three feet away, also reined to a ring in the wall.  Even if Brin tried, which she did not, she could not get even close enough to touch the other girl.

The morning had been traumatic enough.  After all of the events of the day before Brin had hoped that the worst was over, but that was not the case.  She had been ‘bedded down’ in a stall.  A fucking stall!  Her arms had not been released, and a light chain had been attached to the ring in her clitoris.  The chain was solidly attached to a ring on the wall at the back of the stall.  Although she could touch the chain with her hands, at least one at a time, she could not remove it from the ring – it was locked there, and the ring solid.  And even though she could look down and see the simple clip that fastened it to her body, she could not reach that.  She had no way of manipulating the simple clip.

Not that they needed it.  There was only a half door on the stall, but it came to just below her breasts.  With her arms restrained she did not think there was any way she would have been able to get over it.  Of course, with a chain to her most important body part she was not going anywhere.  Other than that, she had pretty much free run of the stall – her new empire – about four feet by six feet.  A small sleeping pad along one wall, and a trough, divided into two parts on the other wall near the door.  One side was water, the other cubes of what must be food. 

She did not want to give in to these assholes and use the trough, but she was hungry, and even more she was thirsty.  Her mouth hurt where they had installed things that did not belong there.  She would never, never ever, have had her tongue pierced.  But nobody had asked.  They had just done it.  Now she had that damn ball sitting on the top of her tongue.  She was not sure why, but she was sure she was not going to like its purpose.  And she did not.

Finally, thirst won out and she lowered her head into the water and sucked some up.  At least it was clean and cool.  Only after that humiliation did she make a go for the ‘food’.  The small cubes were unrecognizable with anything Brin knew as food.  She had considered herself a bit of a foody.  She was certainly not going to be blogging about this cuisine. 

Without the use of her arms, she could only eat with her mouth.  That was difficult and humiliating.  She was not a fucking animal.  Only after looking at it for a great amount of time did she finally bend down and take a small cube in her lips.  She straightened up and was able to let it fall back into her mouth.  Then she chewed and swallowed.

Ok, not horrible.  The consistency was like hashbrown potatoes.  There was not much taste, just a bit of maple flavor added to pretty bland fare.  But it would have to do.  And her stomach seemed to welcome it.  As she ate, she thought about the future.  She needed to get the fuck out of here.  That meant she needed her strength.  Eating was important.  So, she did.

She had slept better than she thought.  Her arms and shoulders hurt, but the pain was moderating.  Fuck, she was adjusting to this abuse of her body.

In the morning she had been roused by her ‘groom’.  As she would come to learn she had a specific groom assigned to her, someone who would take care of her needs.  At least her needs as seen by her captors.  She was, as far as they were concerned, just an animal who could not take care of herself.  And, with her arms fastened behind her she was pretty helpless to do so.

The groom led her to a tiled room where she was washed, her teeth brushed, mucked – their term for inserting a hose like device into her new anal collar and washing out her insides, and an enema on steroids – and otherwise prepared for the day ahead.  Brin was not used to other hands washing her body.  She was certainly not used to those hands exploring her sexual organs, soaping them up and washing them off.  It was not that it felt bad, but somehow it was just all so very wrong.  Her hair braided down the center of her head. The braids were inspected and tightened.

When she was clean, she was taken to the ‘tack’ room.  Then, for the first day of what may well be many to come, she was dressed in her pony tack. 

She was held in place by a line attached to her nose rings.  That worked to keep her head up while they dressed her.  The harness was a wide belt around her waist pulled very tight.  She pictured Victorian corsets.  She had never worn one, but she could not imagine it could be any more uncomfortable.  The waist belt came up to just below her breasts.  She had good sized firm breasts, but she always wore a sport bra when she worked out.  She wanted to protect her breasts.  There was no sport bra here.  Small shelves provided a little support to the bottom of each breast, but then straps were pulled around each breast and tightened at the root.  Brin looked down to see her breasts darken in color as they were garroted.  She hated that and tried to twist back and forth, but it did no good.

Soon her ability to look at her breasts was removed when a high collar was wrapped around her neck.  She could not see exactly how it connected to the harness, but it had an indentation in the front that encircled her chin and held her head up and back.  She felt other straps over the front of her shoulders.  Then everything was tightened, and she felt her back bowed back.  That really hurt.

“What the fuck are you doing.  Cut that out.”  She protested.

SSWWIIITTTTT - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACCKKKK - - - - - - - - -OOOAAEEEAGGHHAA

“Oww.  What the . . .” she started to complain when something was pushed into her mouth.  She had not seen it coming.  She tried to move her head away, but the high collar prevented that. 

She was taller than the groom, but still the groom had no trouble fitting the metal piece in her hand into Brin’s mouth and clipping it over the ball in her tongue.  She then threw straps up, over, and around Brin’s head and quickly buckled them into place.  Brin had just been bridled.  The bit that had been inserted into her mouth extended out each side of her mouth to a ring that was attached to a strap that circled behind her head, a Y shaped strap that came up either side of her nose – the clip to her nose was released for that – over the top of her head it ran on both sides of her mohawk and then down to fasten to the first line at the back of her head.  From the bottom of the circles at her mouth, lines descended on both sides, passed under her chin and then buckled into the collar.  This further limited her head movement.

In her mouth, Brin could feel the metal piece that now sat on top of and locked to her tongue.  She could feel the bars extending from the sides of her mouth.  When she pushed her tongue up and down against this new insult, she could sense the bars at the side of her head moving.  That meant that when the bars were moved it would also impact her mouth. 

Next a leather piece was pulled up over her already restrained arms.  It covered her arms from just above the elbow on one side down and up to the same spot on the other arm.  It was then laced and buckled closed.  Not only were her arms restrained behind her back they were now further restrained, and her hands were completely removed from the equation.  With only the arm restraint she still had hands.  They were behind her, and any use was very limited.  But now they were gone.  The leather was soft but not soft enough to manipulate with her hands.  She could push into it, but she would not be able to use her hands for anything. 

The plug was removed from her anal collar, but quickly replaced by one that seemed much larger and had a tail – yes, a tail in the same color as her head – fastened to it.  She could feel the hair against the back of her legs.  That was going to take some adjusting.

Finally came the pony boots.  Brin liked shoes.  No, she loved shoes and boots were high on her list of favorites.  But these things would not make her list.  The pony boots came up to just below her knee.  That was good.  They were made of wonderful leather and fit firmly so as to provide good support.  These were not what bothered Brin.  The foot part of the boot had no heel.  Instead, the toes were bent down as if she were standing on a 6” or 7” heel.  At the toes there were 3” by 3” pads shaped in the shape of a hoof.  A fucking horse’s hoof, complete with horseshoe.  Because there were no heels Brin’s own heel pushed back into the boot now made to look like the hock of a horse.  She could not lower her arch.  It was stiffly reinforced. 

When she was made to stand on these things, she had to shift around to keep her balance.  She was not used to balancing this way.  She found that to stand she needed to slightly bend her legs.  The posture, with the arch in her back, pushed her bottom out behind her.  Not dignified.  Not dignified at all, but if she straightened up, she would end up on her ass.

Walking was not easy.  Reins were attached to the bars in her bit, and as she suspected, when they were pulled, they pushed the device in her mouth painfully up into the roof of her mouth.  It was not quite as bad as the damn nose rings, but it was not to be denied.  She followed the reins.

She was only led a short distance, to the place where she now stood fastened to the ring in the wall in front of her.  At least they could let her sit down.  But no.  She got to stand, and she got to stand looking at a blank wall.  The wall was green, or sort of green.  The paint was not new.  How many others had stood in this spot staring at this same wall?  What had happened to them?  Had they managed to escape?  If so, how?

While she waited Brin tried to get a look at the girl leashed only a few feet from her.  Blonde, like Brin.  About the same height.  Good size firm breasts, about the same size as her own.  This girl looked a lot like her.  She looked more than a lot like her.  She had never met anyone that looked as much like herself before.  Who was this girl?  Did she have a long-lost sister?  Probably not.  But the resemblance was almost scary.  Was this the reason Brin had been taken?  Who was this person?  If only she could talk to her.

The other girl was also looking around and finally realized that Brin was looking at her.  The girl looked back.  She had a shocked look on her face.  Was she going through the same analysis as Brin?  It would seem so.  That meant that she did not know about Brin before the two of them were taken.  Somebody else had found them, matched them, and then captured them. 

Brin had had to push in close to the wall in order to turn and look at the girl.  The girl was matching this activity only in the other direction.  That kept them about three feet apart.  Brin shuffled her feet to try to keep her balance.  Her ankle pulled up against the hobble line – yes, one more insult, a line about a foot long, clipped between the rings at the back of each of her pony boots.  She almost lost her balance.  In fact, had it not been for the wall she might have fallen. 

“It looks like they are enjoying the look of each other.”  Brin jumped at the sound of the voice.  It was the horrible person who had named her ‘First Light’. 

“Enough of that my ponies.  I know you aren’t trained yet, but you will learn.  First lesson.  When you are standing someplace you will be at the position of Present.” 

SSWWITTTT - - - - - -TTTHHRRAACKKK - - - - - - EEEEOOO

The woman had brought her crop down on the buttocks of the other girl.  Brin was happy it was not her, but she did not know what she was supposed to do.

“Face the wall.  Eyes front.” 

SSSWWOOOSSHHH - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKKK - - - - - OOOAAEEEE

That evened things up.  Ok, Ok!  Brin stepped away and turned toward the wall.  When she did it forced her to look at the wall.  With the high collar and the cross straps from her bridle she could not turn her head more than an inch.  

She wobbled a little as she got into position.  She leaned back a little against the reins, but that pulled them and pushed the plate in her mouth up.  Fuck, that hurt.  She eased forward to take the pressure off.  She shuffled her feet in doing so.

SSSWWIIISSSHHH - - - - - - - SSSMMMAAACKKK - - - - - - - - -OOOEEEAAAOOOO

“Plant those hooves and keep them still.”

Fuck her.  What Brin really wanted to do right now was give her a good solid kick with her ‘hoof’.  But the hobble prevented any such choice.  She would not be kicking her or anyone else.  And if she wanted the whipping to stop, she would at least try to stand still.  This was so fucked up.

She felt herself blush.  It was a combination of rage and humiliation.  She hated being ordered around like this.  It was almost as bad as being whipped.  Almost, but not quite.  The whipping had been something so new to her.  She was a good athlete.  She was disciplined.  It was discipline that she imposed.  There was nobody else that she had to answer to.  At least there had not been until now.  And she certainly never expected that person, should there be one, to enforce their commands with a whip.  But here she was, and here was the whip.

“Ok, good.  They’re rough around the edges, but I am very pleased with the match.  I doubt we will get them into this year’s competition.  That is ok, but I want them to pull my carriage at the festival next Saturday.  That gives you three weeks to get them whipped into shape.  Work on them as hard as you have to.  Stripe them as much as you need.  Just have them ready.  Any questions?”

Two younger girls standing next to the woman each replied with a “No Mam.”

Brin stood frozen in place staring forward at the wall.  This did not sound good.  She did not want to pull some fucking carriage.  She was not a beast of burden.  It did not seem like three weeks was a terribly short period of time to learn something so basic and stupid.  The point was she did not want to learn it because she did not want to do it.  What were they going to do?  She was not going to play this stupid game. 

She envisioned it being Saturday and she, and her partner, standing in place just looking ahead when signaled to pull the carriage.  Stoically standing there in defiance of the woman and these people.  Fuck them!


Chapter 8

Mia’s reins were untied from the ring in the wall and a young girl turned and started to lead her from the location.  When pressure was applied to the reins it pulled Mia’s head toward the pressure.  The bit in her mouth – she was still outraged that they had done that to her – included a bar through the back of her mouth that slotted into the addition where her back teeth had been removed.  From this a plate was fastened over her tongue, held there by the structure of the bit and the ball they had attached through her pierced tongue.  

From the bar, pieces extended forward then out of her mouth forming rings on either side.  The bridle embraced these rings and helped secure them, but even without the straps of the bridle the bit would not come out of her mouth.

When pressure was placed on the bars that extended outward the plate was rotated down, but with a separate piece that moved up.  It pushed her tongue down, this caused her to gag, but the part that pushed up painfully pushed against the roof of her mouth.  It was not as painful as the fucking cable they had put in her nose, but it hurt enough to win any contest of wills.  If someone pulled on the reins she would be guided in that direction.  If it meant moving forward to follow the pressure, she would do that.  She did not want to, but the reins controlled.

And right now, she was being led away from where she had been standing.  She did not mind going somewhere else.  Standing at the wall had been really boring.  It had improved a little when they brought out the other new girl.  The one who looked so much like her.  She wanted to know more about this girl.  It was so frustrating to not be able to talk to people.  If she saw this girl in a club, she may well have approached her.  She would have introduced herself, and the two would have talked.  Anyone who looked so much like her had to be a very interesting person. But she could not talk to her like this.  She could not form intelligible words.  It was humiliating to even try.  And when she did make sounds that her captors thought was an attempt at human speech – well, they were always correct – she was whipped. 

Following the girl with her reins was a challenge.  These boots were unlike anything Mia had ever experienced.  Ok, she had worn very high heels.  She loved what they did to the form of her legs, but these were not high heels because they did not have heels.  The definition of high heels meant there was a heel.  Not these.  Although there was a pretty solid foundation and support for her feet, she could only stand, or walk, by placing her weight forward.  The ‘hoof’ – the fucking hoof – of the boot was at the forward ball of her feet. Ok, they were a little sexy.  But not practical at all. If her weight moved backward there was no heel to take it, and down she would go.  She had avoided this so far, but she had had to shuffle her feet a couple of times to keep her balance.

And this was all exacerbated by the fact that they had hobbled her ankles.  Hobbled.  There were rings at the back of the heel area of her foot in the boots.  A short, about a foot long, strap with clips at each end had been fasted to each of the rings.  That meant she could step no further than twelve inches.  As if the form of the boot was not enough of a challenge, they had to add this.

She was not sure if this addition was meant to keep her from escaping, further humiliate her, or for some other purpose.  Mia did not yet realize that as she trained her legs would become stronger and stronger.  She did not fully appreciate that the hoof of a pony boot with its steel horseshoe could do some serious damage to a human.  Ponygirls were emotional creatures.  It was common during training for the ponygirl to become very frustrated and often angry at her trainers.  She did not always realize that they were doing what was best for her.  In fact, her view was very different.  So, when a ponygirl was in circumstances where she could easily turn and potentially deliver a kick, she was hobbled.  A hobbled pony could not kick.  She could be safely handled when she was fastened to her cart, but not when she was walking freely.  Safety first.

So, to avoid ending up on her ass, or face, Mia was paying close attention to what she was doing.  She was keeping her body forward and stepping with great care.  The girl seemed to realize that her mobility was limited.  She was moving very slowly, but still with enough speed to allow Mia to take advantage of the momentum of movement to keep her balance.

Mia was not really even looking at where they were going.  She was looking at the ground in front of her and planning each new step – well, each new mini-step – as she followed the pull at her mouth.

They came to an enclosed paddock.  It had a fence of about five feet in height.  Mia, with her ponyboots, stood at about six and a half feet, so she could easily look over the top.  The paddock was about forty feet wide, and there was a strange device in the center.  A vertical pole extended up about fifteen feet.  From the pole at a height of about six feet, arms extended horizontally for about twelve feet.  From the end of each arm a supporting cable extended up to the top of the center pole. 

At the end of each arm there was a ring and what looked like something else. 

When the girl paused to open the gate to the paddock, Mia thought she was going to lose her balance and fall.  She tried to shuffle her feet and came up short when her leg was stopped by the hobble line.  Fortunately, before she fell the girl was at her side and grabbed her enough to steady her. 

“You’re ok girl.”  The girl said.  This did not make Mia feel better.  She was not talking to her as a human.  This was condescending babble like you would use with your pet, or a child.  At that moment Mia wanted to kick this person, but the human touch felt good.  She was then glad that the girl had grabbed her.  

Steadied, Mia was led forward to the end of one of the arms.  The girl stopped her there and helped her get her balance.  Then the girl wrapped her reins through the ring on the end of the bar.  The message was very clear.  This thing was going to move, and Mia was going to have to follow it.  They were going to make her walk in a circle.  She leaned back a little to see if she could pull the reins loose.  She could not.

But the girl was not done.  She uncoiled a couple of wires from a box on the end of the arm.  Two of these she pulled forward and clipped to the shackles in Mia’s breasts.  A third she lowered and clipped to the ring in her clitoris.  No part of this was good news.  Mia did not know what these things were meant for, but she did know that it could not be for any reason she would like.  She did not want them there.  Mia shook her body back and forth.  She tried to shake these things off her breasts.  That was not happening.  The lines were loose enough to allow them to swing around, and the clips were solid.  They were going nowhere.  She heard herself whining.

“Easy girl.  We are going to do some training, and these will help.  All you have to do is follow directions and everything will be just fine.”  As she spoke, she stroked Mia’s breast near where one of the wires was clipped. 

“But you will have to pay attention and work hard.  If you don’t . . . well it could be very painful.”  Most of what these people had done to her had been painful.  What more were they going to do.  She was really worried about what the wires were for.  She really didn’t want to think about it.

She had been wondering what she was going to do when they turned on this thing and made her walk.  She did not know if she could exert enough force against the reins to hold it back.  She doubted that she could win that battle, so she was going to walk.  Ok, she did need to get used to the new ponyboots, but what if she fell?  There was nothing holding her up.  She did not even have her arms to catch herself.  That would hurt.  Almost certainly she was not going to be able to do this without falling.

But there was a solution.  From the arm another piece arched up above Mia.  The girl used a stool and attached two chains to the top of this bar.  One clipped into rings at each shoulder of Mia’s tack.  If she lost balance, then this would catch her. 

And it was just in the nick of time.  As she was twisting around to try to see what was happening above her, she tripped.  Once again, she tried to reach out with her foot and catch herself, but the hobble stopped her from reaching as far as was needed.  She felt herself going down.  But then the chains at her shoulders caught her.  She bounced up and down as the brace took her weight.

Zzzyyyttttttt - - - - - OOOOHHHAAAAAAAAA

She shuffled around to get her feet under her and then brought herself back up under her own control.   Both breasts had erupted in fire. And it did not stop until she was able to take the tension off the brace.  That is why they had wired her breasts.  She was not going to have to worry about falling and hurting herself on the ground.  She was going to fall, she would not be injured, or even marked up from a fall, but it was going to hurt.  It was going to hurt a lot.  She would have preferred hitting the ground.  Even though the electricity had stopped, her breasts still burned.  That had hurt a lot, and she had only been able to make the pain stop by getting all the tension off the bar above her.  She could barely stand in these boots, and with her arms out of use she was likely to fall a lot. This was bad.  This was very bad. 

She tried to look down at her breasts, but the stiff collar prevented her from doing so.  She could not even look at her own breasts.  She shook her body back and forth.  She really wanted those wires attached to her nipple shackles gone, but she knew that there was no way for her to do that.  She could see the wires from the small box in front of her on the arm to which she was fastened.  She could see them coming toward her body, and she was sure she could even feel the additional weight – it was unlikely due to their very small size – on the rings in her nipples.  That had hurt so much.  She had also twisted her arms in their bindings.  She needed to massage her breasts, in particular the nipples.  Even though the shackle was set being the nipples it had felt as if fire had been driven right through them. 

Her tormentor had also attached a wire to the ring through her clit.  That had not shocked her when she lost her balance, but she now knew what it could do, and she was afraid of what its use would be. 

Another problem with the way she had been attached to the brace above her is that the chains from her shoulders did not go straight up and meet.  They were spread apart to a horizontal bar.  This meant that even twisting her body could potentially put pressure on the bar.  She was going to have to be very careful not to do anything that would put pressure on the bar.  And she could tell that the challenge was going to increase.  There was no question about what this device was for.  She could see the circular path extending in front of her.  She was going to be made to walk in a circle.  Walk while attached to this damn thing.  It was going to set the speed and certainly control the circumference of the circle.  She would have no option but to follow its path and try to keep in pace with it.  Any defalcation would be painful.  Very painful. And it was likely that there would be many errors. 

Mia’s attention was caught by the sound and then the sight of a ponygirl being led into the paddock.  She started to twist toward it and take a look.  That almost cost her her balance, and she was only just able to recover before falling. 

But then the girl was drawn into Mia’s view.  She was moved forward to the arm that extended to Mia’s left.  It was far enough away and only at an angle of 45 degrees, so she could easily see what was happening there.  She could not see the arm behind her nor the one on the other side of the device.  She had thought the other blonde captive had been fastened to that one, but she could not be sure.

The girl was ensconced in leather restraints and tack just like that Mia now wore.  It gave her a good opportunity to inspect it.  As she looked on, she did not like what she saw. At least at first.  The waist portion of the tack was pulled very tight.  Even tighter than Mia now wore hers.  The girl had a very waspish waist.  Mia pictured images from the Victorian age.  Those pictures had always made her very happy that she did not live in that age.  Now something had been brought from that age to her, and she now wore it.  If hers was cinched down as tight as on the girl she was looking at, she did not think she would even be able to breathe.  A chill ran through her body. But the girl did look good.  She looked so very sexy.  Mia did not want that done to her – at least she did not think she did – but it did look good on this girl.

The same high collar as Mia wore kept the girl’s head pointed straight ahead and her chin up.  Mia could see the straps from the bridle – yes, it was a bridle – fastened down to the collar making a type of Martindale.  Head movement was limited.  Very limited.  And with the chin held up, very limiting.  But again.  It was sexy though.  Why was that?  She did not know; all she knew was that she felt a twinge between her legs when she looked.

The pony boots were something to look at.  Mia knew how they felt, now she was getting a good look at them. They came to just below the knee.  They were steep.  Very steep.  And there was no heel.  The pad at the bottom of the boot, under the toes only, was shaped like a hoof.  And the way the instep arched back and pushed the girl’s heel back like it was the hock of a horse.  Those damn things really made her legs look like horse’s legs.  But there was something to it that really was eye catching. Just like Mia the girl was hobbled, but unlike Mia she was not shuffling about.  She seemed to have no trouble keeping her balance on these things.

Extending from the bottom of the creature and hanging down to almost her knees was the tail.  It was brunette, which matched almost perfectly the mane that extended down the middle of her head.  This latter made her look even taller; it certainly made her look all the more equine.  Her posture was slightly bent knees, her bottom thrust out behind, and her back arched.  Mia had been forced into a similar posture, it was an uncomfortable posture and felt unnatural.  It did not look unnatural on this girl.  So, this is what a ponygirl looks like.  Mia knew it was what she now looked like, but did she want to be this.  She did not want to be a ponygirl.  That was completely wrong.  But she was fascinated by the look of this girl.  Maybe she could see why some people were attracted to this.  The girl really looked sexy.

She was very equine like, but also so helpless. Across the back, Mia could see the leather binder that enclosed her arms.  Mia knew that underneath the leather was the metal brace that held them, but from what she could see, even if there were no restraints below, this thing would hold the arms.  There were leather cuffs wrapped around the upper arms above the elbow.  From these the leather encased the arms of the girl, placed parallel across her back.  It was laced tightly at the top, all the way from one cuff to the other.  There was no way for the occupant of this thing to get it off by herself.  Mia already knew this.  And certainly, this ponygirl in front of her knew it, and may have known it for a long time.

The ponygirl was just barely swaying back and forth.  Mia would not have even noticed except that the tail was slightly swishing back and forth.  Mia could not take her eyes off this creature.  She was furious about all that was happening to her, but she was still enraptured by what she saw.  This was so exotic.  So sexy – why did she think it was sexy?  She did not know, but it was, it just was.  And there was such a sense of grace to this creature.  She felt herself drawn by that.  But then frightened.  Very frightened by what she was seeing.  How long had this poor girl been a ponygirl?  Had she agreed to do this willingly?  Unlikely, who would agree to this shit?  Well, some people might.  She kept feeling surges between her legs.  Had this girl just succumbed to this?  Did she accept that she was a ponygirl?  If so, did that mean that this was Mia’s future.  NO!  She could not, she could not accept that.  She would figure out a way to get out of this mess.  She did not know how right now, but she would figure it out.

The girl that had taken Mia from the stable came around, knelt down next to Mia and unfastened her hobble line.  Her legs were free.  It felt wonderful and she stepped around just to enjoy the new freedom.  But she could not go anywhere.  She was fastened to this thing, both by the lines from her shoulders and by her reins, fastened to the ring in the bar in front of her. Interestingly, the experienced pony ahead of her was only attached by her reins.  She also did not have the electrical wires attached to her nipples.  Mia now knew what those awful things could do.  She was terrified of what was going to happen.

There was a grinding sound.  Then a clank, and Mia saw the bar in front of her shake and then start to move.  FUCK!  She watched it carefully and stepped forward just before it pulled her reins tight.  It was not moving very fast, but she had to maneuver in these strange heelless boots.  And without arms to help balance.  One never realizes just how important arms can be to balance until you try to move without them.  She knew she needed to keep her weight forward, on the balls of her feet, but that was easier said than done.  She had done some dance, but she had never been a ballerina. This was not quite that bad.  She did not have to stand on her toes, she had the ball of her foot, but it was still like a high – very high – heel.  She had done high heels before, and she thought she was pretty good with them.  Just think high heels.

But she had moved her weight too far forward.  She had to almost skip to get a foot out to stop her from going over, but that tipped her back.  This was an Achilles Heel, so to speak.  She could not recover.  She was going over backwards.

FUCK!! Her reins caught and pulled her head forward.  Here she tried to kick her legs forward to catch herself, but it was too late.  The light chains to her shoulders caught her.  She sunk as her weight dragged down the bar above her.

Zzzyyyyyytttttthhhhhh - - - - - - - - - AAAGOOOOAAAAAAAHHH

She struggled to get her feet under her.  The machine had not stopped.    It was dragging her face forward by her bit.  That also hurt.  The bit was pushed up into the roof of her mouth.  And the electrical pulses to her breasts did not stop.  In fact, the level of shock was increasing.  The damn thing was set to increase the amount of shock the longer she hung from the bar. 

Her first attempt to get to her feet failed as the bar pulled her forward.  She bounced again, and then managed to plant one foot followed by the other.  It was not pretty, but she was up and the pressure on the bar was gone.  The electricity stopped.  She wanted to look down at her breasts.  The damn collar would not allow it.  She wanted – no she needed – to reach around and comfort the flesh of her breasts.  They hurt.  She expected that there were visible burns around the metal implants. 

She managed to get the movement going.  She was keeping her feet below her and managing to move from foot to foot.  She had not even gone around this thing once and she had already been shocked – twice if you count when she was just standing there.  She knew the purpose of this little exercise was for her to learn to walk in these boots.  When they had first brought her toward this thing that was the last thing she wanted to do.  Now she really wanted to get it done.  She did not want to fall again.  It was just too painful.

Mia heard a muffled scream from the other side of the device.  At least she was not the only one getting her tits fried.  Then she looked over at the ponygirl ahead of her.  She was the only one of the occupants of the machine that she could see.  She was not just walking, she was prancing.  With each step she brought her knees up to almost parallel.  Was she just showing off or was that something that Mia was going to be required to do?  Not possible.  It was too hard to combine that with these boots.  Just walking in them should be enough.  But the ponygirl – why did she keep accepting that she was a ponygirl – was prancing with ease.  It was as if this was the most natural thing on earth.  That alone was scary.

For what seemed like hours they continued to walk in a circle.  Mia kept most of her attention on the bar in front of her face where her reins were tied.  Just seeing them there.  Just a simple little hitch held them there.  For the most part she had just enough slack to keep them from pulling at her, but every now and then her timing or position would be off just a little and they would pull tight.  That hurt, but mostly it challenged her balance.  Fortunately, she only fell once, and she recovered pretty quickly, but not before once again frying her breasts.  She was fond of her breasts.  She did not want them damaged, and this hurt so much she was sure they were being damaged.  That worried her and brought a tear to her eye.  Did they really want to damage her body?  They seemed to like her body.  If they burned off her breasts wouldn’t that make her a less desirable ponygirl?  You would think so.  Or maybe they didn’t care.  Maybe all that mattered was getting her to obey them.  Well, right now it was working.  She was doing everything she could to learn how to walk in these ponyboots. 

They had her aversion to pain on their side.  She was no coward, but there was only so much pain one could take.  That, however, was not going to break her.  She was not going to be a fucking ponygirl.  She looked at the girl ahead of her.  That was a ponygirl.  She probably did not want to be a ponygirl, well at least at first.  Maybe she enjoyed it now.  She certainly looked ok with things.  Or was that just her adapting to the situation.  Mia felt her chest constrict at the thought.  What was she going to do?  She needed to do something.  How could she get out of this situation?


Chapter 9

Brin was shocked that these people would electrify her breasts to teach her to walk in the damn ponyboots.  She liked boots, but these were so different from anything she had ever worn.  The first time around the circle she had fallen once.  She could not believe it when her tits lit up.  She had been so surprised that she had trouble getting her legs back under her, but the pain continued until she did.  She was shocked and outraged that they had done that to her.  And, walking in these strange boots without the use of her arms made is so much more difficult.  The least they could do is cut her some slack. 

She got back on her feet and kept going.  She did not want to experience that again, and she finished the first circle without another fall.  Her success, however, failed on the second round.  This slip was not a complete fall, but as she learned it did not take much and it was enough to zap her again.  She got back to her feet, and then twisted and pulled at her arms.  She needed her arms free.  She needed to be released from this machine.  She stopped in place and dug in her heels.  The reins went taught and jerked her forward.  The plate on the bit dug into her mouth.  That hurt, but she still tried to pull back.  The machine was stronger than she was, she was jerked forward.  She had not really lost her footing, but the effect had been enough to put pressure on the lines from her shoulders to the ‘safety bar’ above her.

Zzzzyyyyttttt - - - - - - - OOOEEAAAGAAAAA

That thing hurt so bad.  It did its job.  She quickly recovered and got the pressure off the bar.  She looked at the damn reins extending from her face to the bar in front of her.  Then there were the small wires that came back to her body.  She knew that they connected to her nipple and clit rings with simple crocodile clips.  She had seen the clips before they were fastened.  Those should be easy to open and remove, and even pull free, but she could not.  She was held by the reins and had no ability to interfere with the wires.  She could not even lower her head enough to see them.  She could not believe that such little wires could deliver so much pain.  But they did.

On the third circle she kept up and avoided being shocked.  She was starting to get the feel of boots.  It was not a natural way to walk, but she had always liked high heels.  She had some very high heels, and although all of those shoes actually had heels, they were always small stiletto heels.  One learned to not rely upon the heel.  It provided little or no support.  These things were the same, except that the foot part was a little heavier than she was used to and there was not any heel.   That would have been fine if they did not also have her in this harness.  She did not mind the tight waist.  Well, she was not too fond of it, but she had worn a corset before. She liked the look, although not the discomfort.  But this thing was worse than anything she had worn.  It really tucked in her waist, but the worst part was the straps that crossed over her shoulders and then pulled them back making her bow her back.  This added complications to walking.  Add to that the fact that she could not look down and walking in these things was not easy.  Still, she was getting it.

She looked at the ponygirl they had attached to the arm in front of her.  She walked like the boots were not boots but her own feet and that she had been doing this for years.  Had she been?  How long has she been a ponygirl?  That was scary.  She moved so smoothly.  She lifted her legs with each step.  She was not walking; she was prancing, and her knee was coming up so that her leg was parallel to the ground with each step.  What a showoff. 

Brin hated these people for taking her.  She hated the young girl that seemed to be in specific control of her.  She hated the damn ponygirl strutting her stuff in front of Brin. And she was angry with herself.  How had she allowed this to happen?  All those self-defense classes she had taken.  She knew how to defend herself.  She knew how to react when under attack.  Well, she knew it in theory and training.  She had never before had to use her training.    Not until the other day.  She knew what to do, so why didn’t she do it?  It had happened so quickly, and before she even thought about what was happening, she passed out.  They had used something to knock her out.  That should not have made a difference.  She should have been able to fight them off.  But she didn’t.  She had failed and they had her.  They had her good. 

The very worst part of this was the ease with which they now controlled her.  The reins to her bit were terrible, but there was also the cable in her nose.  There had only been a couple of occasions when it had been used, times when they took her bridle off and removed her bit.  On those occasions something had been fastened to the ring below her nose.  That hurt more than the bit – a lot more.  When they used that she followed.  Clipping it up above her head had allowed them to keep her in place while her body was washed and oiled.  She didn’t necessarily hate the washing and especially not the oil being rubbed into her skin, but the process of having it done to her while she was helplessly restrained and standing with her nose pulled into the air was humiliating. She sensed (correctly) that this would be a regular thing. If they released her arms, she would let the small girl who washed her still do that.  Well, actually she would not, she would use the opportunity to get out of this place.  If she had to hurt the girl, well, she would do what she had to do.  But that was not going to happen, because, with her arms held so effectively across her back, and her nose clipped to a line in the ceiling, well, she was not going anywhere, and she was not going to provide any resistance.  None.

There was a tap to Brin’s thigh.  Hard enough to get her attention.  What the fuck? She was becoming smoother in the boots, but what was that?  Then there was another tape.  It was just a little harder.  There was a bit of a sting to that one.  It did not make any sense.  It was not tied to what she seemed to be doing.  Then a third time.  Still harder.  Ok, she needed to figure this out pretty quickly or it was going to get painful.  She looked at the ponygirl in front of her.  The fifth tap, now really more than a tap, it was a hit and it hurt.  Brin saw that it happened as the right foot of the pony in front hit the ground.  They wanted her in step. 

Ok, she could do that. She shuffled her steps and made sure that her next right foot fell at the same time as the girl in front of her.  There was no tape on her thigh.  That had been it.  It would have helped if they just said get in step.  The last of the five strikes on her thigh had hurt.  She could still feel that one.  The first four had not, but she was very glad that there was not a sixth.

Although she was not out of the woods.  Getting in step was one thing.  Now she had to try to stay in step.  The ponygirl was prancing.  She was graceful and elegant.  Brin felt that as a pony she was a newborn colt.  Her legs may not be spindly, but her balance was terrible.

When she had managed to get into step, she had almost lost her balance.  This was so hard to do without the use of arms.  She had barely recovered, and she had only recovered in time to get her right foot to strike at the same time as the next right foot of the girl.  She was trying to find a pace that worked.  The length of her stride was dictated by the stupid bar that was pulling her around.  If she did not keep with it, it would pull her off her balance and she would be electrified, again.  That had really hurt.  No, she needed to figure this out. 

She tried to step and then delay her step so she could watch and follow the timing of the girl ahead.  But delay created tension on the reins.  They jerked her forward.  She had to step, and then she had to double and triple step to keep her balance.

Zzzyyyttttt - - - - - - - OOHHAAAAAEEEEAAA

FUCK!  That had been her clit.  She could not help it; she pulled her legs together.  That resulted in the reins dragging again and the loss of her footing.

Zzzyyyyytttt  - - - - - - - - - -EEEOOOAAAAA

ZZZYYYTTTT - - - - - - - - - - OOOAAAHHHAEEE

She finally got her feet back under her, skipped a little and started to walk.  The walk was feeling easier to adopt.  She was not looking at the girl in front.

SSSWWWIIISSSSHHH - - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKKK - - - - - - - EEOOAAAAA

She looked up as the pain across her thigh just below her buttocks burned into her brain.  The ponygirl had just stepped down.  Even after the fall and her punishment for it, she was expected to get into step.  That was unfair.  This was just unfair.  But she knew what she needed to do.  That stroke had really hurt.  The ones before, even the one that hurt was nothing compared to that.  It seemed that the honeymoon was over.  This was not fair.  This was just not fair.

She shuffled and got back into step.  Now she worked on timing her steps so that she was actually in step with the ponygirl.  Surprisingly it seemed easy once she got in step.  She was able to stay in step and the step was beginning to feel pretty good.

She made it around the circle another time.  It was almost starting to feel natural.  How many times had she been around this stupid circle.  This was not her idea of a good time.  Going around a stupid pole, in a circle, at risk of being punished with electricity if she made a mistake.  And it hurt.  She could not believe how much the electricity hurt.  So, it was a big motivator.  She needed to do it right.  She did not want to be shocked any more.  And it seemed they kept redefining what ‘right’ was. She looked at the three electrical lines running from the arm in front of her.  Light wires.  Very light wires.  Yet they could carry a very intense shock.  And they were clipped, just clipped to rings in the sensitive parts of her body.  Her nipples and her clit.  Yet even the simple clips were beyond her ability to manipulate.  She could do nothing about them.  Someone else had fastened them to her and they would stay there until someone else removed them.  She was really hating this new existence.

Round and round she went.  It did seem that she was getting a better feel for the boots. She hated the fact that they had no heel, and if she did not keep her weight forward, she would easily lose her balance.  But they did provide good support.  Very good support, and in addition, there was a little bit of a spring to them.  When she stepped down the boot gave her a boost as she came up into the next step.  Once she got the feel of that, it was actually helpful.  She had been trying to find the step that would keep her in step with the ponygirl ahead and allow her to cover sufficient distance to stay with the arm that was pulling her reins. 

How long has they been doing this?  She was starting to feel tired. 

“Halt”

She jumped at the command.  But the bar in front of her stopped moving.  She stumbled forward, almost falling into it.  Then she corrected back, like one would normally do.  But there were no heels to use.  She lost her balance.  She tried to shuffle her feet back to catch herself.  The first step helped, but then she came to the end of her reins.  That jerked her head forward, but not enough to overcome her backward motion.

She was going down.  FUCK!!

ZZZZYYYYYYYYTTTTTT - - - - - - - - -  - - - - - OOOEEEAAAAGGHHHAAAAA

Fuck that hurt.  She swung, bouncing up and down a couple of times before she got her feet under her and was able to stand. As she regained her feet she wobbled back and forth.  It was actually easier to move in the boots than to stand. 

The girl who had led her out and attached her to this infernal machine came over to her.  Brin tried to shy away from her as she got close.

“Easy girl.  I know that is uncomfortable, but you are getting there.  You are doing so well.”

Uncomfortable.  It was a lot more than fucking uncomfortable.  It was torture.  And it hurt like hell.  What right did this ‘girl’ have to do this to her.  She considered turning toward her and giving her a good kick, but her balance was so precarious she was afraid if she tried, she would only end up bouncing painfully under the bar above.

The girl held a bottle up to Brin’s mouth.  It was more like a baby bottle – a very big one – than a sport water dispenser.  That was because of the nipple on the end.  The bottle may be large, but the nipple on it looked just like one from a baby bottle.  And when the girl raised the bottle and pushed the nipple into her mouth Brin felt herself flush.  But with her arms tied behind her and attached to the device that was presently tormenting her she had no ability to drink.  And she was thirsty.  She did not realize just how thirsty she was until the nipple was pushed into her mouth.

The plate over the top of her tongue made speech impossible, but it was a simple matter to push it against the nipple of the bottle.  When she did a spray of water was released into her mouth.  She moved her head forward a little and was dismayed when a lot of the water that she wanted, and needed, ran out of her mouth, and dripped down her breasts.  Involuntarily she pulled at her arms.  She was going to wipe away the spill.  But she was not able to do that. 

She quickly tipped her head back, retaining what was left.  And the nipple was still in her mouth.  She was able to push at the nipple again and replenish the water in her mouth.  It tasted marvelous.  The bit was fastened into the spaces where her teeth had been removed so she could pretty much close her mouth.  But of course, not with the nipple pushed in there.  She swallowed and worried the nipple to get more.  She expected the bottle to be pulled out at any moment, and she was thirsty. 

Finally, after three or four mouthfuls the girl pulled the bottle away.  Brin tried to look toward her, but the high collar made it impossible to turn her head.  She wanted to get a good look at this person.  She wanted to try to find why she would do this to her and look for any hint that there may be some mercy there.  She wanted to look into her eyes, but she could only see her in her peripheral vision.  And she was very much afraid to turn her body.  Her balance was just too delicate. 

There was a hand on her shoulder.  It moved down and wiped away some of the water that had dribbled down Brin’s right breast. 

“I am sure that tastes good.  Don’t you worry little one, I am going to take very good care of you.”

What the fuck.  ‘Little one’?  Brin had at least 30 pounds on this creature, and she was a lot taller and stronger.  In the ponyboots she was almost a foot taller.  If she were not restrained, she would show her ‘taking care of.’  Then she blushed with the realization of the extreme degree of control that this smaller person had over her.  Unfair.  It was just too unfair.

Her anger was replaced when they started up again and out of pure self-preservation, she had to devote her attention to walking.  Well, even her steps were becoming exaggerated.  Part of it was the timing of the step, the need to stay in step with the ponygirl, and part of it was the spring that she got from the strange footwear.  It tended to push her leg up more than would be experienced with simply walking.

The good news – if anything could be good news in this situation – was that she was becoming more accustomed to the ponyboots.  This morning she had barely been able to stand in these things, now only half a day later she was walking with ease and almost prancing.  She was not willing to follow the example of the ponygirl to that extent.  It was just too demeaning.  She would stay in step, and she would stay on her feet, but that was it.  Nothing more.

Surprisingly, the ponies were all removed from the hot walker (Brin did not know what this thing was called) and led to a trough, raised at about waist level, with a bar on the far side, just above the level of the trough.  The reins of each of them were tied to the bar. 

Both of the experienced ponies immediately bent forward and pushed their faces into the water in the trough.  Brin was horrified at this behavior.  Ok, she was thirsty.  She had only been watered the once during the workout that morning and she was tired and thirsty.  She really wanted to drink. 

She twisted and looked at the other girl, the one that looked so much like her.  That girl also twisted and looked back at Brin.  There was not a lot of slack in the reins, they could turn toward each other, they could move toward each other and probably even touch bodies, but that did not seem to be something helpful.  Instead, they each just looked at the other. 

* * * * * *

For her part, Mia could only stare at this other girl.  She felt her stomach clench as she looked at her.  The ring in her nose sat on her upper lip. Mia could feel the ring in her nose.   Reins extended from the arms of the bit that was well placed in her mouth to where they were tied to the rail.  The sight from the front did not completely convey just how horrible the bit in the mouth was.  Mia chomped a little on it.  The metal plate sitting on top of her tongue and attached to it by the piercing and ball they had installed therein, made any kind of speech impossible.  And it hurt when the reins were pulled.  She really wanted to talk to this girl, but she could not.  She opened her mouth to show the large metal obstruction.  The girl nodded and aped the action.  They may not be able to talk, but they could share their misery.

The girl’s breasts were firm and large.  Mia could not look down because of the high collar holding her head in place, but she knew her own body pretty well, and this girl’s breasts looked very much like her own.  She looked at the heavy metal shackles hanging from the tip of each breast, just behind the areola.  She could feel them weighing down both of her breasts.  She knew that they were solidly set.  She knew that she could not ignore pressure placed upon them.  It was one more means of controlling her, but the way it accented her breast, which were kept bare in spite of the fact that she was wrapped in leather, was also demeaning.  It shouted that she was an animal, that she was less than the humans that controlled her, and that she had no right to even cover her body because it was no longer her body.

The girl’s arms were strapped behind her.  Mia could not from this angle study the restraint, but she knew it well enough.  Involuntarily she pulled and twisted her arms.  The effort, useless as it was, made her shoulders shift.  The girl again nodded her head and even aped the movement.  They were both helpless.  The harness tightly wrapped the girl’s body.  Her waist was pulled in.  Mia did not know the normal girth of this girl’s waist, but she could feel the pressure from the harness on her own.  When they had put her in this thing she could only think about Victorian fashion and the tight corsets the women had to wear.  This had to be at least that serious.  She was sure that her waist had been reduced by at least two inches, and it looked like the application of this device had a similar impact on the girl.  Straps from the top of the waist harness encircled each breast, and then were tightened at the root of the breast.  It caused each breast to darken from the restriction in blood flow.  Did her breasts look like that?  She tried to look down but could not really see.  She was sure if she could look down, she would see the same look.  She could feel the pressure on her breasts and blushed slightly as she thought about the fact that her bare breasts were thrusting forward for all to see.

The girl’s crotch region was completely devoid of any hair.  She could have had no more hair than she had as a newborn.  The harness straps pressed through her legs on either side of her sex.  They were tight enough to pull at her most private area. This made the lips bulge and darkened.  At least that is how it looked to Mia.  Mia felt very embarrassed looking at this part of the girl.  She should not be exposed like this, and Mia should not be looking at her.  Except that Mia knew that she was just as exposed, and others, including this girl were looking at her.  That was wrong.  They should have been allowed to cover themselves, at least down there.  But they were not.  And then there was the reflection of light from the ring that hung from the girl’s clitoris.  It caught the eye and actually drew attention to this part of the body.  Mia gasped as she looked.  She could feel the weight of her own ring.  She had not been able to look down at it, but as she looked at the girl across from her, she could well see it.  She had hoped that it would be unobtrusive.  It was not.  It was like a beacon shouting out for anyone nearby to look at her sex.  Involuntarily she blushed.

She could see the hair from the tail hanging down between the girl’s legs.  She could feel her own tail.  She could feel the hair brush the backs of her legs as it moved.  And she could feel the large plug that they had pushed into her backside through the anal collar they had installed in her.  It was much too large, and she really wanted it out.  But that was not happening, and there was not a thing she could do about it.  She could not even ignore it because it moved around inside her whenever she moved.  It did not hurt, but it felt so strange. 

Finally, she again marveled at the look of the ponyboots.  She had watched them intently on the ponygirl that had been walking in front of her during the morning training.  She had felt them on her own feet.  But because she looked so much like this girl, she now looked at them as if she were looking in a mirror.  They were elegant.  The craftmanship was first class.  She could see these things in a high-end store with a price tag of thousands of dollars.  She could picture herself standing in the store with her friends.  They would pick these up, let the soft leather melt in their hands, then examine the strange bottoms.  They would love the high angle of the boot, but what would they think of having a horseshoe on the bottom?  She could think of at least two of her friends that would have thought that, and even the missing heel, was fantastic.  Yes, maybe not her, well, maybe her, but at least some of her friends would buy and wear these things.  If only they knew, if only they knew.


Chapter 10

Sarah was happy.  The new ponies were certainly more than a little rough around the edges, but for their first day in ponyboots they had looked pretty good.  Of course, their first efforts looked more like a newborn colt trying to find its legs.  That was normal. But after only several hours of work both were getting the movement necessary to keep on their hooves.

Certainly, the incentive helped.  Sarah was reasonably certain that if it were not for the “incentives” neither of these ponies would have tried very hard to walk in the boots.  When the reward for losing your balance was an electrical shock to your breasts – well – that had a marvelous impact on motivation.  Both had shown their motivation, and amazingly, by the end of the morning session both were able to keep on their feet with only a few slips.  Sarah knew that it was a wakeup call for a new pony when she lost her balance and realized that she had no use of her arms or hands to break the fall.  That made it very important to learn good balance.  On the hot walker they would not be allowed to actually fall.  They were caught by the safety system.  But that came with a price, and that price was heavy shocks to sensitive areas until the pony could regain its walk and take the weight of the safety lines.

Sarah was being careful to watch from a distance.  She had put Liz in charge of the initial training.  So far that was working well.  But Sarah had plans for these two, so she was going to pay special attention to what was going on.

Sarah was thrilled at the appearance of these ponies.  They were stunning.  She was surprised that two candidates with such a similar look could be found and harvested.  It would now be her trainer’s job to bring them even closer together.  They could not change the physical structure of either pony, but they could do a lot about other things.  They could add or subtract weight and muscle to places on the body.  Sarah would ensure that grooming matched up the similarities and reduced dissimilarities.  She knew that some trainers would go as far as to adjust a little height to the ponyboots to make up a slight difference in height.  Here First Light was less than half an inch taller than Evening Mist.  She could bring them to exactly the same standing height by taking a quarter inch off Light’s boots and adding a quarter inch to Mist’s.  It would be better to do that now so that even a slight difference in the boots would not inhibit the training.

The skin color was not exactly the same, but that would be matched with sun exposure and oils.  Both were reasonably fit for active but not particularly disciplined young women.  They would certainly now become very disciplined.  Sarah would see to shaping their bodies.  It would take months to do, but it would happen.  What the party-oriented girl might consider a proper firm abdomen, would soon resemble more a body builder look, even a six-pack.  The pre-pony female might consider this abhorrent, but that did not matter.  In the ponygirl world it was a plus.

Both had good firm breasts.  Between a C and a D.  Mist was just slightly larger than Light, but Light was a little firmer.  The firmness issue would be primarily addressed by the pony harness.  With tightly wrapped straps around the root of each breast – well, the effect was easy – the breasts became firmer.  As for the difference in size, some injections into Light’s breasts should make up the difference.  She certainly was not going to like it, but the advantage of being a ponygirl owner or trainer is that the pony did not have any say in its treatment.  It could certainly influence things through its actions.  Disobedience, rebellion, or even poor effort would all be punished.  The pony would soon learn that in order to avoid punishment it needed to obey. 

And the other side of the coin is that proper obedient behavior would be rewarded.  This could be as simple as verbal recognition.  You would not think that that was something that a captured converted ponygirl would be motivated by, but over time it would matter.  Add a pat on the head and the pony would start to be indoctrinated into trying to please its trainer.  But in the early period, a piece of candy slipped into the pony’s mouth was a great treat.  Ponygirls had a strict controlled diet, and it was of necessity very bland.  This made the reward all the more special.

There were other rewards that would capitalize on the pony’s libido, but that had to be developed and worked into.  In addition, the chemicals that were added to the pony’s food needed an opportunity to work.  Over time, not too long a time, the pony would begin to find itself consumed with sexual desire and energy.  It would be incapable of doing anything about this sexual need, so its owners and trainers would start to work on it and take advantage.  Eventually it would be another way to control and influence the pony.  The best part was that a ponygirl almost never saw it coming.

* * * * * *

Brin was not enjoying her sojourn at the watering trough.  She was thirsty from the morning activity, but to drink from a common trough using her mouth, well, that was too humiliating for words.  She was really struggling with what she was doing here.  Why on earth had they taken her?  That had plagued her from the time she was taken.  She did not have anyone who would pay a ransom.  That meant they wanted her for some other reason, and now it appeared that this was the reason.  But what was this?  It just did not make any sense. 

She got the whole equine analogy.  She had a bit in her mouth, she had a tail protruding from her ass – that was particularly humiliating – and she had hooves and horseshoes.  But why was this happening?  The other girl that was in ‘training’ with her looked so much like her.  Could that be part of the reason?  She would love to talk to the girl.  What was her story?  She certainly did not look any happier to be here than Brin.  Clearly, they were both taken against their will.  But what about the other two creatures who had served as the example?  They had called them ponygirls.  Brin did not even want to think about that.  Whatever they were, they looked like they had been it for a long time.  Brin had only really been able to watch the one in front of her, but that girl – was she still a girl? – seemed to be just fine with what they had made her.  Her steps were crisp, her posture was straight, she obeyed every command with precision.  But that did not necessarily mean that she liked this.  Brin caught herself dismissing this girl.  No.  Unless she could talk to her, really talk to her, she was not ready to believe that she wanted, even accepted, what was being forced on her. Clearly, she was in restraints and under strict control just like Brin.

Brin had already learned the way these monsters could control.  They had gotten her to learn to walk in the ponyboots.  They had not even had a very hard time doing it.  The shocks to her breast rings had been horrible.  She had really had no choice but to do what they wanted.  Now looking at this girl that they (whoever the fuck ‘they’ really were) had trotted out as an example to Brin and her new ‘partner’, well, it was even more terrifying.  This girl was not just an example of how to do things, she was an example of their view of the future for Brin and the other captives. 

Brin was surprised that they were not fed anything.  She was hungry.  She was not particularly a big eater, but she loved to ‘graze’ and nibble.  Standing at the trough there was nothing to eat, unless you wanted to consider the several bugs floating in the water.  Another reason she did not like being watered this way.  During the morning training water had been squirted into her mouth during breaks.  That was a little demeaning, but she had seen similar things for professional athletes, so maybe that was not so bad.  Boxers, after all, could not use their hands and had to have someone put water in their mouth.  She had hated it at the time but was now able to work out a rationalization. 

But this trough was bad.  This was too demeaning for words.  The experienced ponies had no trouble dipping their faces into the water and sucking it up.  After a time, Evening Mist – Brin did not want to think of her by this stupid pony name, but she did not know any other name for her – even mimicked the behavior and had a drink.  Brin wanted to ask: “Well, was that worth surrendering your dignity?” Of course, she could not talk, so she could not say anything.  And dignity?  What dignity did she have left?  Was there anything left to surrender?

She was really thirsty.  Maybe she should just give in and have a drink.  She blushed at the thought.  She had been so critical of the others for caving in.  But luckily, she had been unable to voice her thoughts on the subject so none of the others knew what she was thinking about them when they drank. 

With that relief, she bent forward and brought her face down to the surface of the water.  The trough was high enough that she did not have to bend past waist height, and her reins were still tied to the rail.  There was enough slack for her to get her face down to and maybe an inch or two into the water, but that was all.  It would be hard enough to get water with the bit in her mouth.  If the reins pulled tight it would be impossible. 

But what to do.  She could not completely close her mouth.  That made sucking the water into her mouth very difficult.  She tried to push just her lips into the water and suck. She could not get a good enough seal to make it work.  She got a little into her mouth, but not enough to address her need.

She watched one of the others.  She dropped her head into the water and then lowered her mouth into the water holding her forehead up and essentially scooping water.  She raised up keeping her head up.  She swallowed and then looked at Brin.  Was she trying to help?

Brin decided to give it a try.  She pushed her mouth down into the water.  With her mouth open she scooped water into her mouth and quickly raised her head.  A good amount remained in her mouth.  That worked.   She swallowed.  It tasted good.  Surprisingly good.   She looked over at the girl who had demonstrated for her.   She was trying to help Brin, but she was helping her adapt to an intolerable situation.  Brin pulled and twisted her arms in the restraint.  She could gain no amount of freedom.  She tried opening and closing her hands.  They were restricted by the leather of the binder, but it mattered not.  There was nothing inside the binder that she could reach and manipulate in any way.  There was no way to release her arms or even free the use of a hand.  If she were to find a way to get out of her restraints it would not be something she could do by herself.  She was in trouble.  She was in big trouble.

Again, Brin could not help but look at the other three captives with her.  The one that looked so much like her was clearly in as much distress as she was.  Brin could see that she was like a coiled spring, ready to go off at a moment’s notice.  But she, like Brin was in no position to do anything.  The other two seemed to be relaxed.  Brin had no idea how long they had been held this way, but it appeared that they were in fact, ponygirls, and at least reconciled to the fact that they were. 

Brin really hated the fucking bit in her mouth.  All of the ponies had them, so there was no communication going on.  Brin really wanted – no she needed – more information.  Who were these girls?  How long had they been ponygirls?  Were they aware of any way to escape?  Probably not or they wouldn’t be here.  Given the level of strict restraint and the care exhibited by all of the captors, Brin was safely sure that these two were not willing participants in this macabre scene.  Just a look at the buttocks communicated that both of these girls had been subject to even recent discipline.  That was greatly troubling because it communicated not only that they were not willing participants, but more importantly, they were still punished – painfully it looked – even though they seemed to be at least accepting of their position.  Or was the appearance of compliance as a result of the punishment Brin saw on their bottoms? 

Brin did not like the idea.  She did not consider herself to be a wimp, but she did not like pain.  She did not want to be whipped.  She wanted to resist.  She wanted to fight back, but she had nothing to fight back with, and she had no real means of resistance.  She was helpless and controlled.  They could do with her whatever they pleased.  She looked again at the bright red lines on the bottoms of the ‘seasoned’ ponies.  She did not think that she would resist that for very long.  If doing what they wanted was the only alternative to pain.  Well, it was likely that she would obey.  FUCK!!!  But even these women, who appeared obedient, had marks testifying to their being beaten.  Why were they punished?

Brin was not someone who was used to following orders.  She was not someone who deferred to others.  She was the one who made decisions.  Others followed her decisions.  It was not something that was enforced by violence.  It did not need to be.  If others did not do what she wanted she could cut with her tongue.  She could cause them to be ‘uninvited’ to things, and even shunned.  Nobody wanted that, so everyone did what she wanted.  At least that had been her life.  This life was very different.  She was the one who ruled over others with the threat of humiliation if they did not obey.  Now she was being humiliated.  She could not even escape the humiliation by complying.  That part just came with the territory.  She was essentially naked.  She was tightly restrained.  She even had a fucking tail anchored in her ass.  She had never gone to those lengths with anyone.  And she knew from watching the other girls that this part of her ‘new’ life would not go away.  Neither would being bitted, so she could be led around by her reins and denied any speech. 

They had trained her during the morning to walk in the ponyboots.  She really hated those as well, but she had no control over what was put on, or taken off, of her.  Maybe at some point they would release her arms.  At least for a while.  She would probably be locked inside somewhere, but that would be ok.  She really needed her arms out of this damn restraint.  As long as they were held like this across her back, well, she was completely helpless.  She really needed that part of her ordeal mitigated.  Certainly, when she was finished for the day and allowed to sleep – certainly she would be allowed to sleep – they would release her arms.  It would certainly be a secure location, but it was something to look forward to.  She just needed to get through this day.  She could do that.

Eventually the trainers returned.  Brin had no real notion of the time.  It had seemed like a very long time, but they were fastened to that damn hitching rail and not able to do anything.  That certainly made time drag.  The sun did not seem to have moved very far.  She assumed those responsible for her morning torment had gone to lunch and were not returning to resume their task.  Brin would have been perfectly happy to have never seen any of them again.  She did not think she was going to like what happened now.

And she did not.  All of the ‘ponies’ were led by their reins back to the hot walker.  Again, Brin considered resisting but gave up the idea quickly.  The bit in her mouth hurt when the reins were pulled.  And, as if to punctuate the situation, the trainer that had taken her reins had a mean-looking switch in her hand which she kept flicking back and forth.  It was as if she was looking for any opportunity to use it on Brin.  Brin did not want that.

When they were fastened back on the circular device, just as in the morning, they started to walk.  The difference was that now the trainers expected them to raise their legs with each step.  The leg was to come up parallel to the ground.  Brin learned what was required from a combination of watching the ponygirl in front of her, and painful strikes to the back of her thighs.  When someone hits your thigh with a whip you raise it up to get away from the pain.  And that is what she did.  Then she went back to a normal walking step and got hit again.  She was confused, but that is when she looked at the ponygirl who was acting as her example.  She was not really walking, she was prancing, and her legs were coming up with each step.  That is what they wanted.  Brin did not want to do that.  It was demeaning, but she did not want to be hit.  She raised her legs with the next steps.  No strike.  Yes, that is what they wanted.

Brin did not like this much.  It felt humiliating to be prancing as she was – almost naked.  She felt her breasts bouncing up and down with each step.  And it took a lot of energy.  It was a lot more work to prance like this.  She may not be in the best shape, but she could probably walk for hours.  This was entirely different.  She was going to get tired and then it was going to be very hard to keep raising her knees.  And she was using muscles she was not used to using.  She could already feel them starting to burn.  This was not going well.

And that is just what happened.  Maybe an hour or two latter, again Brin had little sense of time, she was having trouble with the routine.  She had even lost her balance a couple of times and both times she had been rewarded for her clumsiness with s shocks to her breasts.  Those were truly terrible.  She would do almost anything to avoid that. 

And she knew she was not the only one.  She could hear the occasional whip strikes and cries of another girl being ‘corrected’.  She was pretty sure it was the other new girl; she did not see the experienced pony corrected once during this ordeal – even though she was sufficiently well marked to make it clear she was not exempt from such actions.

She did not think she wanted the other girl to be punished, but more importantly she did not want to be punished and if someone else was being punished, at least it was not her.

Her legs were really burning.  It was hard to even lift them up.  She was starting to feel lightheaded.  This was not good.  As time went on, she was sure she was going to pass out. 

Brin was sure she was never going to make it to the end of the training day.  She did not know when that was going to be, but this was too awful for words.  Somehow, she kept going.  When she was sure she was at her end; sure, that she would just collapse on the ground.  It would not matter if they beat her.  She was sure she would collapse and feel nothing, but that did not happen. 

At just what Brin felt was the exhaustion of her last ounce of energy the walker was stopped.  Brin knew she was not out of the woods because if she lost her balance, she would trigger the shocks to her breasts.  Her legs felt wobbly. She danced back and forth from foot to foot.  It was not pretty, but it worked.  She was breathing heavily, but she was starting to feel under control again.  That had been close.  Very close.

The ponygirls were hobbled and led back to the stable by their reins.  Brin knew she was supposed to high step, but hobbled it was all but impossible.  She was thankful for the hobble.  She did not have the ability to raise her legs that high.  It was all she could do to shuffle. 


Chapter 11

Mia did not remember getting back to the stall after yesterday’s training.  She remembered walking back – sort of.  She remembered being washed and oiled.  She remembered being face down on something and having her muscles massaged.  It was a massage like she had never had, and boy did she need it.  It should not have been such a hard day.  All they did was walk.  Well, walk in these crazy boots, up on her toes, raising her leg high with each step.  It was actually a lot of work and she got tired quickly.  Her muscles were also complaining, complaining something terrible. 

She somewhat came back to life during the massage.  That might have been the best massage of her life.  Better still, the pony tack had been removed.  She really did not remember them doing that, but now she was aware that she was basically naked.  What had not been removed was the thing that held her arms across her back.  Her arms hurt and she really wanted to use them, but she could not.  The massage had helped a little, but not completely.  Her arms were not meant to be like this and not being able to move or use them was an issue.  But there was not a thing she could do.  Maybe when they got her to wherever she would be for the night they would take this thing off.

They had removed her ponyboots, but cuffs had been fastened around each leg just above the knee.  These cuffs were joined with a clip that held her knees within an inch of each other.   That had been unclipped and her legs spread for the massage, but as soon as that was over, they were closed and reclipped.  She would not be running or kicking.  That was ok, she was too tired for either of those.

Finally, she was led down a corridor in the stable.  It was about ten feet wide and had what looked like 10 stalls on each side.  Mia was not able to look from side to side because she was being led by a leash fastened to her nose.  That hurt, and it motivated her to stay up even though she had to shuffle along while the girl leading her had full range of motion.  That was really not fair.  It was also so humiliating.  She could tell there were people – more likely ponygirls – in many of the stalls.  Were they looking at her?  Being led like this was demeaning.  What did they think of her.  Should she be so compliant?  Well, what choice did she have?

Her stall was the last on the right.  The door was a half door that opened out into the corridor.  It was wooden and came up to just below Mia’s breasts.   She was led inside. But before they left her a cable line from the back wall was brough between her legs and a clip fastened to the ring they had installed in her clitoris.  The girl who performed this act of degradation did not seem at all concerned about what she was doing.  She might as well be returning a bottle of milk to the frig.  It was just part of what she did.  Without looking back, she closed the stall door and Mia heard the sound of a bolt being drawn shut. 

Was this the stall she had been in last night?  She could not be sure.  She was pretty sure they all looked alike.  Would she have a regular stall or just be placed in whatever was available?  Did it matter?  She did not intend to be here any longer than necessary.  She really needed to escape.  But being moved around might make that more difficult.  As if it were not already pretty grim.  Her arms were locked on her back.  She had tried to move them around; she had tried to find a way to open the restraint; she had tried to slip a hand or arm free – none of those efforts had worked.  She could not get out of this damn thing.  Her legs were clipped together at the knees.  She could walk, but not fast and she certainly could not run.  It was a simple clip, but well out of her reach.  She was fastened by a cable to a most personal and sensitive part of her body.  She could move around her stall, she could even go to the door and look up and down the corridor, but she could not go beyond.  Again, this was fastened with a simple clip, but simple was of no help to her because she could not reach it or find any way to release it.  Her body was well secured. 

She could not even get out of the stall.  She went to the door and looked over.  She could see the large bolt just a few inches down from the top.  It was strong enough to hold the door closed against a considerable amount of force, but easy to open.  Easy that is for someone with hands.  That was not her.  Not that it mattered with that damn cable to her clit ring.  She wondered if she could pull the ring loose.  No, that was not even an acceptable idea.  She was not going to do that.

She needed to get some help, but from where?  She looked up and down the corridor.  She could see others in doorways, and there was a lot of activity with girls similarly bound as her being led to and installed in stalls.  Not one of them offered any resistance.  Not even a passive lagging back.  Well, the nose leash, which is how they all seemed to be moved around when out of pony tack hurt when you resisted, hurt beyond imagination.  And what was there to gain.

Her bottom really hurt from the activities of the day.  The massage had helped, but she could tell there were bruises there that were going to be very colorful by tomorrow.  She was at the back of the corridor, so she saw mostly the front of those being moved around, but she saw a few when turned sidewise to actually enter a stall did, in fact, have marks on their bottoms.  She had even seen a couple, although only a couple, with bright red lines on the tops of their breasts.  Just seeing that made her breasts ache and caused her to pull at her arms to try to reach and touch her breasts.  She sure as hell did not want her breasts whipped.  Shocking her nipples had been bad, really bad, but whipping them would be too much.  But she had been unable to stop them from shocking her.  What could she do if they decided to whip her – nothing.

Mia carefully watched the others moved about.  She had been fascinated by the experienced ponygirl she had seen today.  There was something so elegant and sensual about the way that she moved.  She could even see why someone would be interested in such a creature.  It did not mean she wanted to be one.  No, she needed to get out of here.

She hoped when things settled down. She could talk to some of the other occupants and learn about this place.  The fact that they were all still here was not encouraging.  She did not think most, if any, wanted to be ponygirls.  She did not think they wanted to be here.  So, had they tried to escape?  Had they had some success only to be captured?  That was the information she needed to know.  There needed to be an escape plan.

Things had quieted down a bit. Mia was tired from her day, but she really wanted to try to talk to some of the others here.  She knew that she was not going to try to talk to any other captive while there were captors around.  She needed to wait for a bit longer before trying. But she was interested in seeing what she could learn about this place.  She had only been in their hands for less than 48 hours, but they had already done unspeakable things to her.  And from what she could see that was the norm.  That did not bode well.  She watched as others were brought into the stable and ensconced in stalls. Even though they were no longer in pony tack, Mia could not help but feel that these were ponygirls.  All of them had their arms locked behind their backs, just like her, and they could not prance because their knees were linked to within only a few inches of each other. But still, there was just something about them that said ponygirl.

No, that was not right.  Mia was just projecting from what she had seen outside when they were in full pony tack.  These were young women, just like her, under torment from these people.  Why on earth were they doing this?  Was it just to be cruel?  Clearly, the level of restraint and control over all the girls, every one of them, clearly spoke to the fact that none of these girls, not a single one, was here freely.  Any that if not restrained, they would clearly have run for the hills.  She would.  If only she could.

Her thoughts were interrupted by something new that was happening.  Three individuals dressed in khaki shirts and shorts, crisply starched, like some military unit, were coming down the corridor.  They were distinguished from the grooms who apparently took care of the ponies.  The grooms all dressed in grey sweats.  And the distinction was clear.  As the khaki clad individuals walked down the corridor the grooms moved to the side and stood with clear deference.  This was interesting.

But the khaki group were not alone.  The center individual was holding a leash line.  It extended back to the nose rings of a young girl.  She could not be much older than Mia, if at all.  Her eyes looked red and puffy.  She may have been crying.  As a result of her restraints, she was shuffling along behind the trio, clearly trying to keep the tension on her nose leash from becoming too tight. 

None of the khakis looked back at her.  They just marched forward.  All had rather grim expressions on their faces.  It was scary.  Mia involuntarily stepped back away from her doorway as they passed.  Passed, but she was almost at the end of the corridor.  What was going on.

The corridor extended about six feet beyond the last stalls.  And centered in this space was a sort of wooden trellis.  Mia had glanced at it before but had not stopped to try to figure out its function.  There were too many other things going on.

The girl was pulled forward toward the device.  She became very reluctant.  She shook her head back and forth.  Strangely, even though all the others in the stable had their bits removed, this girl was still fully bitted.  Mia could see that she tried to pull back, but a firm pull on the leash line changed her mind.  That had to really hurt, and the resistance was overcome, she moved forward following the required lead. 

The girl was pushed up against a central bar on the device.  It was a wooden bar that appeared padded with leather.  It met her body just below her abdomen.  She was pushed forward over the bar until her body came to rest on a second bar forward of and just below the first one.  This bar caught her upper body just below her breasts. 

A strap was pulled across her back on the second bar.  Then one of the khakis went around in front and pulled straps around each of the girl’s breasts.  They were tightened at the root of each breast.  The girl was facing mostly away from Mia, but Mia had a sufficient side view to see what was happening.  The straps were pulled tight.  Too tight for Mia’s liking.  She could see the right breast, the one closest to her darken under the pressure.  That must hurt, she thought.

The girl was not going to get up from this thing.  The clip holding her knees together was removed.  It sucked to see how easy these things were when she was so fucking helpless.  Then the girl’s legs were moved out to the side and fastened to the device at the ankles.  She had resisted a little by trying to move her leg, but that had only drawn a chuckle from the khaki restraining her.  “A bonus for resistance.”  She stated.  Whatever that meant.

The khaki went to the side of the device and started to crank something.  The girl’s body started to move upward.  Her ankles had not moved.  She was being stretched tightly on the device.  She tried to wiggle and made squeaking sounds, but she was no match for the device.  Next another crank was utilized.  This lifted the entire device until only the tips of the girl’s toes still touched the ground.  This was such a vulnerable position.  Mia felt her stomach lurch.  This was going to be bad.  Mia did not know what it was going to be, but she knew it was going to be bad.

The older khaki, the one who was clearly in charge walked around in front of the girl.  The girl lifted her head and looked at her tormentor.  The khaki held out her hand and one of the others put something into it.  It was a stick, it was about the girth of an index finger, and it was about three feet long.  It was held up in front of the girl.  She looked at it and shook her head back and forth.

The khaki pushed it forward into the face of the girl.  She shook her head back and forth.  ‘Eeeessseee oooohhh.”  That was not distinguishable, but she was clearly begging for something.  Or more likely, something to not happen.

The girl dropped her head.  The khaki grabbed her hair and lifted her head.  She looked into the face of the girl.  Mia could now see a tear beginning to streak down the side of the girl’s face.  The khaki shook her head, smiled, and let go of the girl’s hair.  Then she walked around behind her.

Positioning herself to the left of the rear of the captive, the khaki raised the cane, that is what it was, into the air.  She swiped it down a few times through the air.  It whistled as it moved.  Mia jumped at the sound.  She could see the bottom of the girl twitch and quiver with the sound.  Mia saw the muscles in her legs tighten, but all to no good.  She was stretched tightly. 

The cane was then tapped lightly against the middle of the girl’s bottom.  The girl flexed as if it had been charged with electricity.  But then it was up in the air.  High.  So High.

SSSWWWOOOSSHHHHH - - - - - - - - - - CCCCRRRAAACKKKK

That was so loud.  Mia was terrified. She involuntarily took a step back.  She saw a red line.  A scarlet dark red line appeared across the middle of the girl’s buttocks.  The girl flinched.  She raised her head, but she did not cry out.  Mia was not even sure if she was breathing. 

There was a wait.  An interminable wait.  Then the cane was raised again.

SSSWWWIIISSSHHHH - - - - - - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACCKKKK

This time there was a gasp from the girl, but not much more.  A second bright line appeared.  This time about an inch above the first.  The first was actually getting wider and darker.  The girl’s bottom was wiggling as best she could, but that was not much at all.  That must have really hurt.  Mia did not know how the girl was enduring this so stoically.  This was really fucked up.  Why were they doing this to her?

Again, there was what seemed like a long wait.  This was no quickly delivered thrashing.  The victim was to feel each blow.  She was to have time to experience and feel each blow before the next came.  But how many were there going to be?

The arm was up again.  The cane again fell.

SSSSWWWWOOOOSSSHHHHH - - - - - - - CCCCRRRAAAACKKK - - - - - -OOOAAAHEEEEAAA

The girl had finally found her lungs.  Even with the bit in her mouth there was plenty of sound here.  Well, the bit did not block air.  It destroyed speech, but it allowed lots of air to move in and out.  After all, a ponygirl needed her air.  So, there was plenty of sound.  The girl was no longer holding back.  She was pulling and twisting at her arms.  She was trying to twist her body.  The device creaked a little but moved not at all.  She was going nowhere. 

This time the new line was about an inch below the first strike.  There were now three perfectly laddered stripes on the bottom of the girl.  And the girl had clearly acknowledged that had hurt.  That had hurt a lot.   Mia was scared now.  What had the girl done to get this?  She was really scared.

The cane was back up in the air and once more cutting through the air.

SSSWWWIIIISSSHHHHH - - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKKK - - - - - - -EEEOOAAAAGGHHHAAA

There was no longer even a pretense of holding back.  Mia did not know if the girl was trying not to scream and had now succumbed or if she had just been to shocked by the pain at the first that she had not been able to scream.  At any rate, she was now screaming, screaming with every blow.  She was so tightly held that she could only move her head, and that she was waiving around.  But it availed her not.

The girl’s bottom was now striped with four evenly spaced lines.  Each looked so painful.  Mia was trying to quiet her breathing.  She was standing so close to the action she did not want to draw any attention to herself.  A part of her wanted too just back away, but she could not.  She was transfixed by what was happening and had to, she just had to keep watching.

The khaki with the cane walked around to the front of the girl.  The girl lifted her head and looked at her.  She did not even attempt to speak.  The khaki smiled.  It was not a friendly smile.  It was a terrifying evil smile.  Right now, Mia would rather be faced by Pennywise the clown than this person.  She was scary. Really scary.

The cane came up again.  What was happening?

SSWWWOOOSSSHHH - - - - - - TTTHRRACCKKK - - - - - EEEAAAOOOAAAAGGG

No, that was too much.  A bright red stripe formed across the tops of the girl’s breasts, only about an inch above the areolas.  The girl twisted and squirmed, but her breasts were strapped down to the bar she was held to.  Even though her shoulders could shift around, and her bound arms on her back bounced up and down, her breasts, the target of the attack, stayed right where they were.  The girl’s face was wet with tears.

There was a long wait.  The cane and its holder had not moved.  They stayed poised in place.  There would be more punishment for the breasts.

SSSSWWOOOOSSSHHHH - - - - - - - CCCRRRAAACKKK - - - - - -OOOAAAEEEOOOAAAA

A second red stripe.  About an inch above the last one.  Right across both breasts.  Mia thought she was going to pass out.  That had to hurt like nothing she could think of.  How could they do that to this girl?  How could they do that to anyone?  She was not sure how much it must have hurt.  She was sure a lot, but she knew she did not want to find out.  This did change the formula of things a little.  She was going to have to be careful.  She was going to have to be very careful.

Fortunately, attention was once again to the rear of the girl.  Not that she welcomed being caned there, but certainly it was better than on her breasts.  Four more stripes were delivered to the bottom.  They were within the stripes already placed reducing the spacing to half an inch.  Mia marveled at the precision.  How could this woman deliver these stripes so accurately and still use a full arm swing.  That did not seem possible, but there it was.  It was right in front of Mia’s face.

The girl had now received ten vicious cuts from the cane.  Her bottom looked more like hamburger.  The skin was red and raw, and Mia thought she even saw some blood seeping up.  The poor girl could not even reach down and touch her punished flesh.  This was all wrong.  It was so very wrong. Those marks were going to be there for a long time to come.  But the punishment was not over yet.

SSSWWWIIISSSHHHH - - - - - - CCCRRRAAACKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAAAUUAAHH

The girl’s voice was beginning to sound raspy.  A red line appeared across her thighs.  The top of her thighs, several inches down from her bottom.  Then after the obligatory waiting another strip right below it. 

There was less volume in the cries now.  The girl’s head hung down.  She did not even attempt to raise it.  The pain must have been excruciating.  How had she not passed out?  Mia did not know; she knew if it had been her that she would have fainted by now.  At least she was pretty sure that she would have.  Although in reality that was not something you controlled.  She did not know that the waiting in between strokes allowed the punisher to carefully observe the subject.  It allowed the body being punished to absorb the pain, at least enough for the heart to start to return to normal before the next blow was administered.  It would not prevent a subject from passing out, but it would prolong that moment for a very long time if properly handled.

The khaki walked around and gently stroked the head of the girl.  “Remember that resistance?”  She stroked her some more.  The girl actually looked up.  “Just think this could have been over.  But I will be kind this time.”  The girl nodded her head.  Her eyes widened.  Was there to be mercy?  “We will call it even with one more stroke.”

The khaki did not wait for a reaction from the girl.  She just walked around to her position behind and readied the cane.  The body below her was tense even though it had been punished almost to the level of exhaustion.

SSSWWWIIISHHHH - - - - - - TTTHHHRRACKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAAA

Oh fuck.  The red line, thankfully the last red line, formed right at the point where the thighs met the buttocks.  Frantic wiggling followed, but all in vain.

The khaki handed the cane to someone else.  She reached out and gently patted the tortured flesh.  This flesh had been pristine.  White as snow only a short time before.  Now it was bright red.  Marked with stripes that spoke to the application of pain at the hands of this person.  Yet she stroked it like you might comfort a favorite pet. 

Mia could not help but gasp.  Then the khaki looked up and looked right into Mia’s face.  She smiled as she stood up and began to move away.  She did not take her eyes from Mia until she had passed her stall.  And the smile had not wavered.

Mia had wanted to look away.  She could not.  She had wanted to retreat into her stall.  She could not move.  She was frozen in place.  She was the rabbit caught in the stare of the cobra.  She could feel her heart pounding in her chest.  She had never been so afraid.  Not that she could ever remember.

Finally, she looked back to the poor tortured girl.  She was still tightly stretched and restrained to the device.  Someone would come for her, but when?  Mia wanted to say something comforting to her.  She wanted to try to help her in some way.  But she could not.  She certainly could not help her.  She herself was helpless.  She was restrained and stuck in her stall.  She could not even get close to her.  At least no closer than the door of her stall.  She could try to talk to her, but what would she say?  She did not even know what the girl was being punished for.  They had told her no talking.  Was this the punishment for talking?  No, that would be too much.  Way too much – wouldn’t it?  She did not know.  All she knew was that she was in a lot of trouble.  She had known that when she was taken, but she had not fully realized the full scope.  She was really fucked.

Mia curled up into a ball in the corner of her stall.  She assumed as close to a fetal position as she could within her restraints.  She could not even process what she had just seen.  How long would it be before it was her stretched over that bar.  She heard moans from outside her stall, but she could not bring herself to look. 


Chapter 12

Sunlight had awoken her.  She was in the stall.  She was on the floor.  She had straw between her and the ground.  But there was actually a pad built into the stall.  It was not thick, only about an inch, but it did soften things up.  It was incredible to her that she had been able to sleep like this, but she had been so tired, and she knew she had been in terror when she curled up, but somehow, she had fallen asleep. 

Mia rolled over and stretched – as best she could.  She was naked, completely naked.  The pony tack, including the boots and the bit and bridle, had been removed when she was washed and massaged the night before.  The only thing not removed was the thing holding her arms and hands behind her.  She tried to twist her arms, but that yielded nothing.  She tried to look back over her shoulder to see how it worked, but she could not see it.  She could feel it with her fingers.  The leather covering was gone, but this thing was still a huge problem.  There was a cuff fastened around each arm just above the elbow. Well, she could see those.  They were not terribly tight, if her hands were free, she might even have been able to work an arm out of the cuff.  But her hands were not free, they were pulled up against the bar that connected her arm cuffs and were held there by a wide strap. 

She could not lower her arms; accordingly, she could not work an arm up.  She would need her wrists released first.  The strap around her wrists was also not tight.  But with her arms held in the cuffs she could not move her lower arms, and hands, out of the strap holding them.  It did not need to be tight.

She remembered the girl being punished the night before.  A surge of fear ran through her body.  She did not even remember the girl being released from the device.  Had she been?  Mia got to her feet and went to the stall door.  The girl was gone.  That was at least good news.  At least she thought it was.

There was some activity beginning in the stable.  Her shoulders hurt.  Her arms were not used to being held in this position.  She really needed to get some relief.  But the cuffs held her upper arms, and the strap held her lower arms.

Ok, the answer was to remove the strap.  She tried to feel around with her fingers.  She looked around the stall.  If she had a mirror, or even a mirrored surface, even a shiny metal surface, she could turn backwards to it and try to see how this restraint worked.  There was nothing like that in the stall.  Why would a ponygirl who could not do anything for herself need a mirror.  All her ‘needs’ were in the hands of others.

She could feel that the bar that separated her upper arms was narrow and flat.  She could tell that the strap started on one side, went around her wrists, then fed through a slot in the bar.  It was somehow secured on top of the bar.  She crouched down.  The cuffs at her knees made this difficult and she lost her balance and rolled onto the ground.  That was embarrassing.  Thankfully there had been nobody there to see it. She redirected her efforts to her restraints.

She tried to pull down the strap.  Nothing, it was held firmly in place.  She tried to reach up over to see what was holding it in place.  She could not get her fingers up there.  Whatever was holding it in place, she could not reach it, she could not loosen it, she could not do anything to free herself.  She did not know how long these people had been using this restraint, but it was ubiquitous in this place and seemed well tested.  She was not going to be able to free her arms.

She shifted around and managed to get to her feet once more.  This sucked.  She had been without arms for over a full day, going on two.  That was just not acceptable.  As she got to her feet, she felt the thing dangling from between her legs.  She looked down at the light cable fastened with the simple clasp to the ring they had installed in her clitoris.  Had she really forgotten that?  Ok that was really improper.   Nobody had the right to do that to her.  But there it was.  She was in a fucking stall, she was naked, she was restrained, and she was fastened to the back wall of the stall by a cable attached to her most personal region.  The most frustrating part of this last restraint was the simple clip on the end of the cable.  A child could open that clip.  But she could not. 

She looked at the door to the stall.  It was about four feet high, closed, and locked from the outside.  It did not really matter; she could not get out, even if it were open.  The cable was long enough to let her get up to the door and look over the top, but she could not go beyond.

She got to the door and looked down.  Yup, there was a bolt in the door only about six inches down from the top.  It was a very simple slide bolt.  If she had hands, if she were not tethered, she could easily reach down and open the bolt, thus opening the door.  But she could do none of those things.   It was pretty clear that a pony once put in a stall would stay there until wanted. They would come for her, and she would be here.

She looked up and down the corridor.  She was shocked at the size.  There were at least ten stalls on each side.  She knew she had examined all this last night, but she had been so tired.  So very tired.  And then the punishment.  Oh shit.  That had been so terrible.  She wondered how that poor girl was doing now.  Nobody should be treated like that.  She still did not know what the girl had done.  That made it even worse.  Certainly, it must have been something terrible.  But did it?

And this place was big.  The stable alone had at least 20 stalls.  Twenty stalls that Mia could see from her stall.  There could be more that she was not seeing.  The only thing that was clear is that they held and trained ponygirls. 

How many young women, now turned into ponygirls, did they have here? Where did they come from?  After what she had seen last night, she doubted anyone would agree to do this.  Maybe they would agree and then find out it was too late to change their mind.  Maybe some were tricked into becoming ponygirls.  Would that be better or worse than just being taken like she was?  Did it really matter?

She wondered where her look-alike was.  Probably in one of the stalls in this stable.  She wanted to call out to her, but she did not know where her tormentors were, and she did not want to call attention to herself. Certainly, after what she had seen last night. She knew that she was not supposed to use human speech.  And she was sure that if she broke that rule, she would be hurt.  In addition, right now she did not have that horrible bit in her mouth.  She did not want them putting that thing back in there.  She knew they would, but she did not want to encourage doing it more than necessary.  No, she was going to save her speech for times that she could actually use it.  Now was not the best time for that.

What really surprised her was how her body felt.  She had expected to be stiff and sore.  She was not.  That massage must have really worked.  That was amazing.  They seemed to know what they were doing.  That made her feel good, but only for a second or two.  They could work her ass off; work her until she was ready to collapse; and then they could work her muscles, so she faced the next day ready to do it all over again.  This was actually not a good sign at all.

Mia moved over to her trough.  She needed a drink.  She hated having to lower her head into the trough, but it was the only way she could establish the task.  She did it.  She pushed her lips down into the water.  She sucked up a mouthful of water.  She straightened up and swallowed.  Then she did it again.  The water was not warm.  It was not cold, but not too warm.  And it tasted just fine.

On one side of the trough there was water.  On the other side there was food.  The food consisted of soft pellets, about half an inch in diameter, that could easily be picked up in the mouth without the aid of hands.  No fine dining here, but they were not terrible.  A little bland but satisfying.  And as soon as she started to eat one, she wanted more.  She realized that she was hungry.  For as hard as she worked, they had not given her a lot of food.  Mia had been a compulsive snacker.  Her cupboards were filled with things that she would be better off not consuming.  That was no longer a problem.  She had no cupboards, no snacks, and no hands to reach for any if they were at hand.

She ate.  She ate all that was in the trough.  Not because she was told to eat everything, at least not at this time, but because she was hungry.  She did not even realize it until she had taken the last cube and there was nothing left.  She really wanted more, but there was not more.

Activity in the stable was increasing, and before long a groom came for Mia.  She was not displeased.  She did not really want to be ‘trained’, but she was getting bored in the stall.  She needed to be able to do something.   And she already knew that in the stable she was helpless to escape.  Maybe she could learn something that would provide an opportunity to help herself or find someone who would help her.  

She followed in a line of naked ponygirls into the shower area where she was washed and then oiled.  Her hair, what was left of it, was dried and braided down the top of her head.  Mia did not like wearing her hair like this, but nobody was asking, and this seemed to be the style for all of them.  It was going to take a long time to grow back what they had cut off, if they even allowed that.  Then her head was bridled. 

Her teeth were brushed, which she liked because it left a good taste in her mouth, but as soon as that was finished, the bit was pushed in and locked into her mouth.  That had a terrible impact on her sense of normalcy.  She was just starting to feel a little human again when that happened.  Her instant reaction was to shake her head to try to dislodge the intruder.  But it was not going anywhere.  And that damn thing was so uncomfortable. 

She was guided to a bench where she could be pushed forward and quickly tacked in the remainder of her ponygirl outfit.  As the straps were tightened it pulled her shoulders back, forcing her back into an arch.  She forgot the discomfort in her mouth.  The stress on her back now took over.  She had been in tack the day before, but she could swear that it was not pulled this tight.  This was not good.

She was booted, hobbled, then finally stood up.  In her pony boots, and given her natural height, she towered over the groom who had been preparing her.  The groom was not intimidated by her size.  Why should she be, she was the one in charge.  Instead, she clipped reins to the arms on her bit and led her from the preparation area.  And Mia followed.  There was nothing else to do.

She remembered walking in the ponyboots the day before.  She had been so wobbly at first but did get the hang of it.  She was having to reconnect with what she had learned.  It was almost like she was back at the beginning.  She kept shifting in one direction and then the next as she walked on the toes of her feet without the assistance of her arms for balance.  And having her stride restricted by the hobble did not help.  The groom was patient and there was not far to go.

Mia had expected to be returned to the hot walker where she had learned to walk and trot yesterday, but that was not the destination.  Instead, she was led to a small cart.  It was made of lightweight materials.  It had a single axle with two large bicycle style wheels, and a single bench over the axle that looked like it could seat two people.

Mia was confused.  She wanted to get a good look at this thing, but she did not get the chance. Instead, she was turned and backed up to the front of it.  Two traces extending from the front of the cart were lifted and attached, one to each side of Mia’s harness.  She could no longer see the cart.  It was behind her, and she could not turn around.  She was fastened to the thing.

She leaned forward a little to test the weight of this thing.  It did not move when she put weight forward.  That was not good.  How heavy was this thing?  But she decided it was not a fair measure of the weight of the thing because clearly it had its brake set.  Someplace behind her, on the cart she was fastened to, a cart she could not reach, a cart she could not even see, a brake had been set, and she was unable to do anything.  She was part of the mechanism of this device.  She now knew that she was going to be the power.  She was the engine that was going to move it.  But she would not control the use of the engine.  She would not decide when to go.  She would not decide where to go.  She would not even decide how fast to go.  Someone else was going to make those decisions.

She shuffled her feet back and forth. The traces from the cart helped her with her balance, but the boots still felt strange.  This was aggravated by the tightness of the pony tack and the arch it wanted to put into her posture.  None of this helped her balance. She started to feel like she was getting the hang of it.

Now that she felt she was not about to fall, she was able to look around and try to take in her surroundings.  She had not really paid attention yesterday.  She had been in too much shock.  She was still not happy, but she was more alert and more keyed on what was going on.  It was important to try to figure things out. 

The first surprise was the number of ponygirls.  She had surmised the night before that there were a lot of them.  That had been correct.  Even from where she was standing, she could see a hitching rail with four ponygirls attached to it by their reins.  They stood close to one another, and surprisingly, each stood very still.  They were not looking around – not one of them.  That was surprising and intimidating.  Why were they so docile?  Did they like being ponygirls?  Mia doubted that.  Had they been broken?  That was frightening.  Were they just afraid?  Mia shuddered as she thought about the girl who had been caned.  That had been the most terrifying thing that Mia had ever witnessed.  She still did not know why it had happened, only that it had, and that it clearly showed that these people were ruthless.  They would hurt her if she did not do what they wanted.  They could, and they would hurt her.  She would have to be very careful.

She could see the bottoms of these four.  None were the girl from last night, but not one was a clean canvas.  There were marks there.  All of them had marks.  This was not a good thing.  This was a very bad thing.  Mia was afraid.  She was very afraid.

What was she going to do?  She knew a few things, and none of them were comforting.  She knew that the pony tack and the restraints that she wore were very well designed, controlled her absolutely, and were inescapable – she would be unable to escape on her own.  She knew that this place was big, and from what she could see had been here for quite some time – to the extent that she relied upon outside help, it was not coming.  The cavalry was not going to come sweeping over the hill and shut this place down.    The girls that were here were to be trained as ponygirls – whatever that meant – and these people knew what they were doing.  She was going to be trained to be a ponygirl and there was not a thing she could do about it.  She could resist and be punished, or she could comply. 

Ok, ponygirls were pretty damn sexy.  If she could do this part of the time, she would be fine with it.  That would actually be kind of cool.  Without the punishment, of course. It was the full life thing that she was not up for.  She did not want to lose the use of her arms.  She did not want to lose the ability to speak.  She did not want to be a pony 24/7.  That was not acceptable.  But she was not even in the position of deciding what was “acceptable”. 

Mia’s contemplation of her future did not have the ending she wanted.  She stood helplessly waiting for a trainer to resume her training as a ponygirl.  She did not even know when that would start, what it would involve, how long it would last, or any other aspect of it, except that the training would be reinforced by the use of the trainer’s whip and that she would react to the pain by obeying and learning.  This sucked!


Chapter 13

Brin was not having a good morning.  She had been a distance away from the girl being punished last night, about 35-40 feet.  Her stall was near the entrance of the stable, it was six stalls away but still close enough to see. 

She had not enjoyed seeing the girl caned.  She had never seen anyone caned.  She had never even seen anyone whipped until she herself had been whipped.  That had been terrible.  The whip hurt. It was scary how good these people were at putting the whip strike where they wanted.  For the regular training it had been on the buttocks.  That hurt, and was certainly a motivator, but it was not terrible.  But she had learned that the trainers could reach other places.  Places that hurt a lot worse.  The inside of the thighs was terrible, and even when the trainer was behind the ponygirl, a strike could be brought around the body onto the breasts.  Those strikes really worried her.  But it was the caning that she could not get out of her mind.  She had only been a ponygirl for a couple of days.  That was already too long.

She did not want to be whipped, but she knew that was going to happen.  She really did not want to be caned. But she could see the whip marks on the other ponygirls, and she was able to compare them to what she saw on the girl who was caned.  No contest.  The cane marks were terrible, i.e., the caning was much more painful.  She did not want to find out.  But most importantly, it seemed rare.  She did not see one other ponygirl – granted she had not seen a lot – that showed signs of having been caned.  That must be a very special punishment. 

This was just her second morning as an official ponygirl.  She had hated the training the day before and she was sure she was in for another day of training.  To that end she had been fastened to a small cart.  Traces connected to each side of her harness.  Her bridle was reinforced with straps to her collar and harness. Like a Martingale for horses, each strap from her bridle to her body further limited her ability to move her head.  The high collar already had that effect, but these just further limited her ability. 

And there were reins attached to the bit in her mouth.  These ran back behind her to the cart.  She could not turn her body and/or head enough to see what was going on behind her.  Someone could get into this damn cart, and she could not even see who they were.

This was wrong on so many levels.  She was Brin Peterson.  She was not some low-level creature that was meant to serve others.  If anything, others should be serving her.  That was pretty much how things had always been.  When she said things, others listened.  If she wanted to do things, others always agreed with her.  Failing to agree with her could mean being ostracized.  If she determined that someone was out, well, they were out.  Everyone else would stop talking to them.  They would be blocked on social media, if they were lucky.  If they were unlucky, they would become the object of derision and scorn. 

It was not that it was her fault.  She just decided who was in and who was out.  Consequences flowed from that.  But everyone knew not to get sideways to her. 

Had any of her former life had anything to do with what was happening now?  Was this someone taking revenge on her?  That was certainly possible, but who?  Who was angry enough to do this?  And who would have this kind of power?  Would she even know?

She shifted her weight back and forth and felt the traces pull at the sides of her harness.  No way.  She was just not going to do this.  They could find someone else to pull this thing.  It was too demeaning for her to do.  She had gone along with them the day before, mostly because she was too off balance from what had happened, and she needed to get her bearings.  But now she had them.  This was fucked up.  These people were fucked up.  She was just not going to stand for it.  It was time for them to realize who she was and that she was a formable force to be dealt with.  She needed to just be firm.  That is how she got through life.  When they realized that she was important, that she was not to be bullied, they would change their attitude.  She did not know what this ponygirl bullshit was, but there were plenty of girls available to do that.  There were probably a good number who would take to it.  She had watched a number of lackeys fanning up to her.  They were willing to demean themselves to stay on her good side.  They were the proper candidates for being a fucking ponygirl.  Not her.  And when these idiots figured that out, then things could get back on a proper track.

There was movement on the traces attached to her sides.  Someone had obviously gotten onto the cart.  Brin tried to twist her body and turn her head to see.  She could not.  The traces from the cart did not allow her hips to move.  The harness restricted her waist movement.  The high collar and the Martingale and other control lines from her bridle did not allow her head to turn more than an inch or two.  She could not see behind her.  She could not even see what was going on next to her.  This was very disconcerting.

She was not going to do this.  Obviously, someone was in the cart and was intent on Brin pulling them about.  That was just not going to happen.  If only she could talk.  But the damn bit in her mouth prevented anything that even resembled human speech.  She was not going to even try – that was too humiliating.  She wished she could look at the person so she could more clearly communicate. She had a well-practiced stare that would stop most people.  But she could not. 

There was a shake of the reins on her back and a verbal command: “Move on Pony!”  It was a commanding voice. 

Didn’t matter.  She was not going to do this.  She was just not going to . . ..

SSWWOOSHHHH - - - - - - - TTTHHHRRRAACKKKK - - - - - - - AAHHOO

SSWWIIISSHHH - - - - - - - - CCCRRACKKK - - - - - - EEEOOOAAAAGGGHH

What the fuck!  That really hurt.  There had been a forehand and then what was probably a backhand.  Quick succession and a clear strike to each of her buttocks.  She had stepped out after the second strike.  She had not thought about it. She had not done any analysis or even made a conscious decision; her body had just reacted, and she had stepped.  It was like her body decided to move away from the source of the pain.

As she stepped forward there was resistance from the weight of the cart, but with only a step or two the resistance was gone, and the cart was moving.  It was moving surprisingly easy.  She had seen that it had a light structure, but it was still large and there was a person sitting in it.  She was moving both the cart and another human.  But the ground was very level and the cart well designed. 

Brin remembered her Physics class back in high school.  “A body at rest tends to stay at rest while a body in motion tends to stay in motion.”   Ok, once she had overcome the resistance from the cart being still and transferred energy to it to create motion it was now moving easily, and it did not take much energy to keep it moving.  That did not change the fact that she did not intend to do this.  It was humiliating, it was not something that SHE did.  But now that she was already walking and pulling the cart she could not just stop.  That would show that she had caved in when she started.  It would even communicate that whipping her worked.  She certainly did not want to convey that message. 

As she walked, she felt the tap of the whip at the back of her thighs when she stepped up.  Oh fuck! They wanted her to highstep.  She had spent much of the day before on that stupid walker, with electronics attached to her breasts and clit, being encouraged to highstep.  That really hurt.  But it had done the job and she had learned to walk – no prance – in a way that prevented being shocked.  Whoever was behind her (she assumed it was one of the tormentors from the day before) was going to ensure that she pranced properly. 

She flushed with shame, but she raised her leg with the very next step.  She had only learned it the day before, but it seemed to come easily.  The complication was that when she had learned to do this, she was not pulling something.  Even though the design of the cart made it move smoothly, there was still some backward drag.  To compensate she had to lean forward, at least a little.  It was clear that the presence of the cart behind her changed her center of gravity.  That changed the movement of her legs.  Not a lot, but it was a definite change.  She could tell that with her body forward, her knees were not coming up as far as they should be – assuming you accepted the notion that this was proper.

Why had they trained her for a full day on prancing only to throw this monkey wrench into the mix?  At least the trainer was not – at least not yet – punishing her for being off.  It appeared that as long as she was trying, she was going to be given slack.  At least some slack.   And she was trying.  She was not even sure why.  She did not want to be whipped.  That really hurt.  That was at least part of it, but also, once she started to do this, she wanted to look good.  Everything she did she looked good doing.  She had always dressed perfectly.  She moved perfectly.  She had always been aware of what she was doing, and how it looked to others.  That is part of how she had always been the ’Queen Bee’.  Perception was not just important, it was essential.

These assholes had put her in this gear, this pony tack.  She was unable to get it off.  She was helplessly restrained.  They had decided to make her a ponygirl.  They had decided that they were going to parade her in front of others.  That sucked beyond belief, but there was not a thing she could do about it.

If she did not do what they wanted, they would whip her.  That really hurt.  And as had been proven only a short time ago, it worked.  She would do what they wanted to avoid the whip.  That meant she was going to be shown off to others.  People were going to see her in this pony tack.  People were going to see her as a ponygirl.  She could not prevent that from happening.  But she was still Brin.  She was still the strong proud woman.  She was not really a ponygirl, and nothing they could do would change that.  She needed people to see her as what she was.  She did not want to be seen as beaten.  If she hung her head, if she stumbled along, if she looked downtrodden – well, that was just not Brin.  Whatever Brin did she was the best at it.  She would defy them by looking proud and defiant.  Fuck them.

Just as walking in the strange boots had become easier the day before, pulling the little cart also became easier.  Because she could not even look back to see who was in it, it was actually easier.  She didn’t have to think about anyone back there taking advantage of her.  She would only concentrate on stepping forward.  She did have to go where the reins directed.  She did not like that, but that was ok. 

For hours she pranced around trailing the little cart.  While there was an occasional, and always painful, stripe to her bottom, she was pretty much left to work on her step on her own.  It was as if the trainer knew that she was trying to get the feel of things, that she was working within herself on doing this right.  The trainer must have thought that was working and decided to just leave it alone.  It seemed to be the right call, because by the end of the day Brin was moving smoothly.  She had figured out how to overcome the resistance of the cart when starting.  She had learned how to balance it when she stopped.  She had learned the dynamics of turning.  That was at first a huge challenge.  She had a tail of sorts, well she really did have a tail, but now she had another one and it was rolling on the ground and extended about four feet behind her.  It had a very small turning radius, but the tighter the turn the less smooth it was.  Instead, Brin learned to make the turn sweeping.  It was smoother, and easier to do. 

The first time she had tried to turn it had been jerky.  The cart lost almost all its momentum and she had to then supply the inertia to get things moving.  It was terrible.  Brin found herself blushing at the poor performance.  The trainer knew.  She did not whip Brin, instead she let her recover, get back to a smooth movement, and then turn again.  This time it was smoother.  Still far from perfect, but much better.  Brin now had a sense of the proper arc for the cart.  The third try was much better. 

They went in the other direction.  Brin applied what she had figured out from left turns to the right turn.  She thought she was right on until the cart pulled at her.  She had cut it too close.

SSWWOOSSHHH - - - - - - - CCCRRRACKKKK - - - - - - EEEOOOAAHHHH

Fuck!  Apparently, the trainer thought she should have had this down.  Well, Fuck, she wasn’t wrong, was she.  But the next right turn was right on.  Ok, she had this.  And it should be clear to the trainer that Brin had this. 

Brin wondered what the point in all this was.  The carts were small and not a very efficient means of moving either people or material.  She did have to admit that it was a pretty kinky means of transportation.  That thought made her smile – at least as much as she could with the bit in her mouth.  As long as they had her in this pony tack, they could have her do this.  She needed to be released.  This stuff was inescapable.  It had only been two days and she had already figured that out.   She needed someone else to release her.  She was pretty good at manipulating.  What she really needed was access to a man who she could put the charm on.  Someone who would then want her even more naked than she was.  A man who, like all men, would fall for her charms and get her out of this shit.  That was what she needed.  So far, she had been handled by women.  She was not terrible with women, but she preferred men.  Women were more difficult.  She could manipulate women, but mostly she just intimidated them.  She was the one who ruled, and they learned to follow what she said.  But the strength of her persona that she had relied upon did not work when she was naked and restrained and even had a cable in her nose.

She had worked hard all afternoon.  She did not really hate what she had been doing.  She did hate that they were making her do it.  She was not someone who took orders from others.  It was more the being subjected to others control that she hated.

She was led back to the stable.  She really wondered what was going to happen now.  She hoped that they would release her from these restraints.  Why wouldn’t they?  She had done what they wanted.  And where could she go.  She really needed to stretch her arms.  She needed to eat something and get some rest.  How could she do any of that in this get-up?  But she had not been released the night before.  She tried to remember what she had seen in the stable.  Were any of the others free of restraints?  She could not remember seeing any.

The trainer parked the cart outside the stable and then just left.  She just fucking walked away.  What the fuck?  She was too good to let Brin go.  Who the fuck did she think she was?  Brin twisted her arms in the sheath.  They were held tight.  She already knew that, but she could not help herself.  She twisted her body back and forth.  She was held with the shafts to the cart on each side of her body.  She could not move away from the cart.  She could not even turn around.  And as she shuffled around a bit, she realized that the wheels of the cart were locked in place.  She could drag it, but this cart that seemed to weigh almost nothing when she pulled it, was now a formidable anchor.  She was not going anywhere.

Fortunately, her wait was brief, and a very small girl came for her.  It was the groom who had cared for her the night before.  She was not completely happy about that because she had been kept restrained the night before.  She really needed out of this shit.  

The groom did remove most of her tack.  All the leather and even her ponyboots were removed.  That left her arms still locked behind her back.  She removed the head harness but had not removed the plate that was fixed over her tongue.  Brin opened her mouth and moved her head up and down toward the groom.  Maybe she had just forgotten that part.  The groom smiled but made no effort to help. 

“Patience pony.”  She patted Brin on the flank.  That gesture was completely demeaning, but somehow it still felt good.  Brin was now completely naked but for the restraints on her arms.  The groom clipped a line to her nose rings and led her back to where the individual stalls were located.  Even the slightest pressure on this horror in her nose hurt like hell, and made her eyes tear up.  There was no thought of resistance at all when being led that way.  She followed.  She kept her eyes on the line and did her very best to keep it from pulling tight. 

She was led to a small table-like structure, leaned forward, and strapped into place.  Then the groom went to work on her body.  The hands worked her muscles.  Brin could feel them relaxing.  She could feel the knots and tension working out.  She had always liked a good massage, and this girl gave the best massage she had ever had.  Ok, this part was ok.

Brin felt the hands working down between her legs.  Wait a minute.  What was she doing there?  She tried to close her legs, but the structure of the table affair held her legs separated.  The girls hands were now working up and down on her inner thighs.  Ok, that felt good, but it was a little too personal.  Her idea of a massage didn’t extend to anything sexual.  Men may like that, but it was not for her. But the hands kept moving closer and closer to her ‘private’ area.  Ok, she had been pretty sexually active, but she was tired right now, and she was strapped down.  That was not her idea of proper sexual activity.  She was used to being the one who controlled the sexual activity.  Here she had no control.  This did not seem to impact this girl at all.  She had control.  Brin tried to squirm, but the straps across her neck, back, waist, legs, and ankles left her with almost no movement. 

The girl’s fingers were then right between her legs.  She felt a light touch on her labia.  First one side, then the other.  It was a light teasing movement.  More importantly, she was starting to react.  Fuck, she was getting turned on.  She needed to make sure she maintained control.  But she could not.  She was reacting.  Fuck, that felt good.  That felt really good.  She thought about what they had done to her when she was captured.  She remembered the vibrator they had used on her.  She had had multiple orgasms.  They had been very distracting, but they had also been pretty wonderful. 

The fingers had left her labia and were now working on her clitoris.  It had reacted to the teasing and was now getting very hard.  But then the action stopped.  The hands went away.  What the fuck? She was just getting to the point that she was enjoying this.  She had just gotten over the idea of not being in control.  She stopped?  Why had she done that?  She felt the straps being released and she was pulled back from the table and back onto her feet.  That had been unfair.   The groom patted her bottom. 

“Don’t you worry.  We will get there.  Tomorrow is another day.” 

She was led back to the same stall that she had spent the night before in.  Was this in fact to be her stall?  Wonderful!  At least once inside the groom removed the line from her nose.  She could have kissed her just for that. In addition, she touched Brin’s chin and signaled for her to open her mouth.  When she did the brank was removed.  The groom was able to quickly disengage it.  There was a little shelf near the door of the stall, but high enough to not create a danger to the occupant.  The brank was left there.  It was clearly visible to Brin.  The message was clear.  Keep her fucking mouth shut.  Well, what would she say?  The groom was not going to talk to her.  And she did not know any of the other occupants. Other than the girl who looked so much like her, but she was not sure where she was.  She could not see her in the areas that she could see. Besides, what was to be gained by talking to any of these creatures.  They were all ponygirls.  She was . . . Well, right now she was being held as a ponygirl.  But that was not who or what she was.  She was going to fix that situation.  She was not sure exactly how she was going to do that, but she was going to fix it.  They could be ponygirls.  Most of them probably deserved to be livestock.  But not her.  Clearly not her.  She just needed to get access to the right people and get them to see the light.  They needed to see that Brin was someone special.  If she was going to be in this place, then she needed to be on the other side of the whip.  She could do that.  She could learn to do that.  But this nonsense of making her a ponygirl.  Well, that needed to end.  That needed to end right away.


Chapter 14

Mia was tired when she was returned to the stables.  She felt almost somnambulant through the cleaning and massaging by her groom.  All of the attention to her body did feel good, even if it was strange to have someone else’s hands all over her private areas while she was unable to touch anything.  Even with the head harness and the terrible brank removed from her mouth she said nothing.  She didn’t even know that to say.  This was just all too surrealistic. 

There were parts of all this that she even enjoyed.  She had not really minded prancing about, lifting her legs high with each step.  It felt good.  She had adjusted to being attached to the cart.  It turned out to be much easier to pull than she thought.  So, that was ok.  If only this could be done without the use of that damn whip.  She did not like being whipped.  Who would?  But the rest of it had not been that bad.  She really didn’t even mind not being included in conversations and being treated as if she were not a person.  She had always been more of an in herself person, so that was not so bad.  A little demeaning, but she could ignore that.

She was back in the same stall she had slept in the night before in.  Did this mean that this was the stall that was assigned to her?  Was this really her new home?  Not much.  The floor was mostly concrete with a thin layer of straw.  There was a padded area where she was to sleep.  It was not a thick pad, only about an inch, and there was nothing to put her head on.  She couldn’t even put her arm under her head.  She could not use her arms at all.  At least they took almost all of the other stuff, they called it her tack, off her. 

There was food in her trough.  Yes, her trough. At least she didn’t have to share.  The food was again the bite sized pellets.  They were not terrible, but they were not going to get a Michelin star anytime soon. Still, she was very hungry, and they were easy to pick up and eat without the use of hands.  She hated eating without the use of her hands, but there was no alternative for that.

The walls of the stall were wood on the sides and brick on the back.  That was an outside wall.  She inspected the back wall.  The brick was solid.  There was a window, but it was very high up, and it was not large.  Even if she had the use of her hands, it would not help her.  If she had a tool – and the use of her hands – she could try to chip away at the brick, but under her present situation, the back wall was solid. 

On the corridor side of the stall there was a wooden door.  It opened out and when closed was bolted on the other side.  It was heavy wood with strong hinges.  It was not going anywhere.

She knew that the wood walls on the left side separated her from another stall and another captive. She was not sure what, if anything was on the other side.  The corridor extended another six or eight feet so there was space there.  She looked across at the other side and could see that there was something there, but she could not see anything there.  It seemed to be just storage. 

Things had quieted down in the stable.  She went to the door and looked up and down.  She could not see any sign of any groom or trainer.  It was still light.  The lights were never turned off, just dimmed. 

Mia went to the wall on the upper side.  She used the metal cuff on her upper arm to tap against the wall.

“Hello.  Can you hear me?”

She waited.  Then she tapped again.

“Please, is there anyone there?”

“Shhh.  Be careful.”  Came a reply in a soft voice.  “We are officially not allowed to talk.  We can do it so long as we are very quiet and very careful.”

“Thank you.  I just needed someone to talk to.”  Mia was thrilled.

“You are one of the new Palominos, aren’t you?”  The reference confused Mia.  Palomino?  What did she mean by . . .. Ok, horse terms.  She did not know much about horses, but she did know that a Palomino was a very light-haired horse.  She was a blonde.  The other girl, the one that looked just like her was also a blonde.  Why was this girl calling her by a horse term?  That was scary.

“What is your name?” Mia did not directly respond to the question.

“I am known as Echo.”  The voice actually sounded proud.

“No, not your pony name.  What is your real name.”  Mia tried to keep the irritation out of her voice.    Had this girl so bought into this shit that she saw herself in terms of a pony?  That made Mia’s stomach lurch.

“How long have you been here?” Mia decided to probe.

There was silence for a while then.  “At least two seasons.  It was late fall and now I think it is early summer.”

Scary, she was not even clear on the time of year.  “Yes, it is June now.”

“Oh, my birthday is June 14th.” 

“That is next week.  How old will you be?”  Mia did not think there was going to be a birthday party for this girl.  That was sad.

“Nineteen.  It will be my Nineteenth birthday.”  There was a pause, and Mia heard what sounded like a choking sound.  “My friends always do something special for my birthday.”  The voice cracked with the last statement.

“How did you get here.”

“I can’t talk about that right now.”  There was more emotion in the voice now.

“Have you tried to get out of here?”  She was pretty sure she already knew the answer to this, but she needed to know if this girl had just given up and bought into the program.

“You can’t get out of here.  You were here last night.  You saw the caning.  You do not want to be caned.  I can tell you that.  As bad as it looks, it is worse.  You don’t want to know, but you will find out.  Even talking about escaping is a caning offense.  I am done talking to you.  You are only going to get me in trouble.  I can’t have any more trouble.”

“I am sorry.”  Mia pleaded.  “Please, let’s just talk about other things.”

Nothing.

“Please, I didn’t mean anything by it.  We can be friends.”

Nothing.

Mia waited a few minutes and tried again.  She did not even have a real name.  “Echo.  Please talk to me.”

Nothing.

Mia sighed and moved onto her sleeping pad.  She was very tired.  She did not think it was possible to sleep like this.   They should at least let her arms go at night.  How could she sleep on a thin pad with no head support and no arms?

Her eyes opened.  There was light.  It was morning.  She did not remember falling asleep.  She remembered – well, she remembered almost nothing other than being tired.  She remembered trying to talk to someone, then nothing. She must really have been tired.

There was commotion in the corridor.  That is what had awakened her.  Her stall door opened and in came her groom.  She really wanted to just lie there a bit longer, but the groom was having none of it. 

When she clipped a line to the cable in Mia’s nasal cavity any thought of resistance melted.  That damn thing hurt so much.  She would go anywhere to avoid having that thing pulled on.  Just the slightest pressure made her eyes water. 

Fortunately, the groom – who did seem to care about Mia – was gentle, although insistent, getting her to her feet and leading her out to the cleaning and tacking area.

The groom, with efficiency that signaled experience with this strange thing, cleaned her – inside and out – dressed her – if heavy leather straps and restraints and hoof shaped boots could be dressed – bridled her – complete with the awful bit and brank that made any thought of speech impossible.

When she was led from the stable, at least now by her reins and not her nose ring – she saw the other girl.  The one that looked so much like her, standing near a wall.  Her reins were fastened to a ring in the wall.  They were not tight, and the girl was looking around.  She saw Mia approaching and locked eyes with her. 

Mia looked back into her face, but then could not help but do a more complete survey.  She looked at the tattoo on the girl’s haunches.  She could read the name from over four meters away.  First Light.  There it was.  The pony name for this girl.  It was well done and did not look garish, but it was large.  And it proclaimed the change in status for this girl.  Mia did not know her real name.  First Light was all she knew.

Mia knew that she bore the same thing on her backside, but it said Evening Mist.  She could not see it.  The stable had no mirrors.  At least none that Mia had seen.  She would really like to take a look at her own marking, but that was not happening.  She had tried to look back over her side.  She could tell that there was something there, but could not see it clearly.

As she was brought closer to this girl, could she think of her by her pony name?  She had already started thinking of the girl in the stall next to her as Echo.  She would think of this girl as Light.  She was blonde, just like Mia, and there was a sparkle about her that Mia liked.  She looked so much like Mia that it was frightening.  What on earth was this all about.

The groom tied Mia’s reins to the same ring as Light.  This pulled the two of them right to each other.  They could stand shoulder to shoulder, but with the reins pulled to a common point it also pulled them to an angle where their bodies met.  Mia’s left breast was touching Light’s right breast.  They were exactly the same height, and their breasts were both large, and right at the same position on their bodies.  Their nipples touched.  Mia felt like a static spark.  There should not have been static electricity here, but she felt something when the nipples touched.  She had pulled back, but she did not want to keep pressure on her reins.  They were never comfortable.  They pulled the brank down onto her tongue and another piece up into the roof of her mouth.  She hated that.  She shifted forward again, and the nipples once again came into contact.  Light had not moved.  She did not seem to mind this.   Mia did not try to move away.

Mia looked into Light’s face.  Their faces were only inches apart.  She could hear Light’s breathing.  No, she could actually feel her breath.  She looked into her face.  She knew her own face, so she knew all the spots that she had small marks and freckles.  In her former life she would cover most of these with a little foundation.  Here the groom did not seem to care.  She assumed all her individual spots would be visible.  She looked at Light’s face for the things that would make them different.  She found a small mole near her right ear about two inches down from the hairline.  There were three freckles on her left chin.  The impression she had of Light as she looked into her face was that she, like Mia, would have covered the freckles before venturing out into the world.  She, like Mia, was now unable to do that.

Light’s eyes were blueish green.  They were darker than Mia’s.  At least she thought they were.  She would love to be able to look in a mirror and move back and forth right now to compare.  Yes, she was sure Mia’s eyes were more blue than hers.  The streaks of green in Light’s eyes made them also different.

Mia wondered why she was so fixated on finding differences between herself and Light.  Clearly someone had picked them out and taken them because they looked so similar.  But for what other purpose.  Why not just go looking for twins?  They were not twins, at least as far as Mia knew.  Was there something that she did not know?  She would love to confront her mother right now.  What was the story with Light?  Why did she look so much like Mia?  There had to be a story here.  Did Light know?  She needed to talk to this girl.  She wished that they were next to each other in the stable.  Were they close? Mia did not know.  At a minimum Echo was in between them.  She was pretty sure Light was on the same side of the stable as she was.  She really needed to talk to this girl.  Would she talk to her?

Mia’s reflection was interrupted by the arrival of a trainer.  It was one of the two trainers who had worked with Mia and Light the day before.  This one had spent most of her time with Light.

She unclipped Light’s reins and led her away.  This left Mia now standing alone.  She really wished these people would tell her what was going on.  That might be the most frustrating part of this place – apart from whipping her, that was clearly the worst thing.

She could see that the trainer had not taken Light very far.  She was able to push toward the wall and turn enough to see that Light had been taken to a nearby cart.  Ok, they were going to do that again.  Well, that had not been terrible. She wondered when her trainer would show up for her. She hated just standing around.

She looked back at the wall.  It was uncomfortable to try to look around.  The bit in her mouth was not comfortable to begin with and anything that pulled at the reins aggravated that. 

To her surprise, in only a couple of minutes the trainer was back releasing her reins.  She followed the reins as she was led back toward the cart where Light had been attached.  Mia could see that this cart had double yokes in the front.  It was designed to be pulled by two ponygirls.

Light had been fastened in the right side.  Mia was backed up next to her on the left.  The trainer quickly fastened the traces to her harness.  She and Light now stood shoulder to shoulder attached to the same cart.  Well, having two to pull the cart should be easier than just one.  She wishes she could look over at Light, but the high collar and check reins prevented enough movement of her head to get there.  By turning the couple of inches, she had, she could see Light in her peripheral vision.

The trainer walked around in front of them.  They were both hobbled, but even so she kept her distance.  Mia had already seen that the people here had a healthy respect for the hooves of a ponygirl.  They were very careful about not putting themselves where they could be kicked.  Mia had to admit that she had given it some thought.  That was when she observed that everyone was very careful about that.  It also seemed to be one of the reasons they were hobbled.  She could not kick anyone with her ankles only twelve inches apart.

The trainer seemed to be studying the two girls.  Looking from one to the other.  Moving off to one side to compare them again, then off to the other side.  Mia felt weird at this.  Ok, they looked alike.  But this was just downright creepy. 

The trainer returned to the cart, withdrew a small bag and then came up to the side of Light.  Mia heard a tinkling sound and a disgruntled snort from Light.  She tried to look over to see what was going on but could not get a good view. 

Then the trainer was at her side.  Mia heard the tinkling sound and felt something attached to her right breast ring.  What the fuck!  It did not have much weight, but she did not like that.  Before she could really even react, something was attached to the left breast ring.  She tried to look down, but the damn Martingale prevented that.  She shook her upper body back and forth.

Tttinngllllleee . . . . . ttiiinngglleeee

WHAT THE FUCK!!  This monster had attached bells to her nipples. 

As she shook her body, she heard the trainer giggle.  “Easy girl.”  She said and Mia felt a hand stroke the side of her head.  She did not want bells on her nipples.  This was very demeaning, but the feel of the hand gently touching her head did feel soothing.  When you lose the use of your hands you become more sensitive to the touch of others. 

Then the hand was gone and was down between her legs.  Hell no!  She did not want anything happening there.  She heard something click.  She shook her body.

Ttinnnggllleee   . . . . . . ttiinngglleee

There was a new bell. It was fastened to the ring in her clitoris.  When she shook back and forth, she could feel it pulling at her sensitive flesh.  She knew it was not coming off.  This one felt a little heavier than the ones on her breasts, but it was probably just that the flesh here was so much more sensitive. 

She looked into the face of the trainer and tried to plead.  “OOOHHH.  EEESSSS.”

“Easy girl.  You don’t want to be punished for trying to talk, do you?”  She held Mia’s head by her hair and brought it close to her own.  Her eyes were slate gray.  She was staring right into Mia’s eyes, but it felt like her stare went through her eyes and into her soul. 

Mia felt her heart leap.  She did not want to be punished.  She remembered the girl who was caned only a short distance from her only a couple of days before.  She did not want that to be her.  She shook her head back and forth as best she could in the grasp of the trainer and the limit of the check chains of the Martingale.  She recognized the level of control that this person had over her and wanted to make sure that she knew that Mia was not going to be a problem.  She did not want to be punished.

“Thought not.  Those bells are going to help you two.  When we get going listen to the bells.  Use the bells.”

The trainer let go of her head and walked back out of sight.  Well, she had spoken to Mia.  She had actually spoken to her.  The bells had a purpose.  They were not just to torment her, although they did that.  They had a purpose.  But what did she mean by ‘use the bells’?   She hoped that could figure it out.  She hoped that Light could figure it out.  Whatever the challenge, it was about to start, she wanted to do it well.

There was a touch on Mia’s thigh.  She had not seen it coming and she squeaked and flinched.  The hand reached around to the back of her thigh and gave a squeeze.  Then it worked down her leg and up the other leg.  There was a brief pause, and the hobble was released. 

The trainer walked around to the other side and was paying attention to Light.  Mia could not see what she was doing, but assumed it was something similar.  Mia sensed movement.

“Well, we certainly have a lot of work to do.”  It was a matter-of-fact statement.  Had it been directed at her and Light or was she just talking to herself? Mia hoped that the trainer would at least start to talk to them.  It was so difficult being talked about, but not to.  Some of this pony stuff was kind of fun – more was a nightmare – but she really wanted to know more about what was happening.  

Mia felt the movement of the traces.  The trainer was in the cart.  They were going to go.  She had pulled a cart all by herself yesterday.  Now there were two of them to pull a single cart with a single driver.  That seemed better.

The reins slapped on her shoulders.  It was time to go.  Mia stepped forward, but Light had not moved at the same time.  The cart yawed to the right.  The added resistance of being ahead of her partner also impeded Mia’s forward progress.

By then Light had started to move.  Mia had been stopped by the resistance.  Now the cart yawed to the left.   Mia scrambled to catch up with the movement. She felt herself blush.  That had been terrible.  She was embarrassed.  She really didn’t know why, but she was.

The cart was starting to move, but it was yawing back and forth.  With each step Mia took, it either pushed her side forward twisting to the right or she felt the right side pushing ahead.  There was a flick of the whip to her right thigh.  It was just as she was stepping forward with the leg.  Then as she stepped forward with the left there was a flick of the whip to that thigh.  They stung a little, but they were not serious strikes.  The flick was back to the right.  It was a signal.  Mia and Light were not in step.  Mia could tell that the whip was only marking her thighs at this point.  Clearly that means she needed to be the one to get in step. 

The bells.  Remember the bells.  She could hear her bells tinkling with each step.  She could also hear Light’s bells.  And the signal with the whip.  One leg at a time.  That was it.  She hopped and changed her step.  She noticed that there was a slightly different tone to the right breast bell from the left breast bell.  She was generally in step now.  At least she had the correct foot order with Light. But the movement was not smooth.  She wanted to look over, but she could not see enough.  Why in the hell did they use the check reins?  If she could look over and down, then she would be able to quickly get in step.  She thought about solders marching.  They did not look down.  They always kept perfect position and looked straight ahead.  Ok, this was for show.

She listened for the bells.  She heard the right breast bells – ching, ching.  They were not together.  Light’s bell was just a little ahead of Mia.  That was what the trainer had meant.  Use the bells.   She sped up her step – ching, ching.  Ok, closer, but now she was a little ahead.  She adjusted again – ching.  Right together.  And the movement was now smooth.  That felt good. The movement now was good.  When there were two ponies essentially fighting against each other it was not easier to pull.  It was harder.  A lot harder.  But when they were in sync, it was much easier.  And you could tell when they were in sync from the bells.  She hated them bouncing up and down on her tender parts, but right now she also appreciated them.  She had received a few reminder flicks with the whip, but nothing that really hurt.

The whip was used in varying ways.  A light flick, almost just a touch – it did sting, but only slightly and only for a moment – was a signal relating in some way to that area of the body.  A stronger strike, usually across the bottom or thighs was a stronger reminder or encouragement.  Those hurt.  They hurt a lot and would often – usually – leave a stripe on the skin.  Then there was punishment.  Punishment strokes were usually delivered around the side of the body landing on the breasts, stomach, or worst of all, on the front crotch.  These were hard, hurt like hell, and left immediate stripes that could be clearly seen.  To earn these, it took rebellious attitude or serious malingering.  In only a couple of days of training Mia already knew these differences.   

They spent most of the morning walking together.  They learned how to turn.  When there are two ponies executing the action, it is more difficult.  To keep in step, one had to step further and the other shorter.  Mia was glad to learn that it was not all on her, like it was to stay in step.  Light got a few flicks, and even a stripe to get her to lengthen her stride when turning to the left and shorten it when going to the right.  But by mid-day they were able to do this.  Mia had learned that she was to take the step from Light.  She wondered why Light was the one to set the pace, but then let it go.  Someone had to set the step.  She was fine with it not being her. She did not need to be the leader.

They had not used any faster gait, and Mia knew that was coming, but she was happy that things were moving slowly.


Chapter 15

Brin had not enjoyed the morning training.  She was intrigued to be able to get a better look at her look-like partner.  This girl looked so much like her.  How could that be?  Was there something that her parents should have told her? 

She wished she could ask her some questions.  But this damn bit they had inserted into her mouth.  Just another insult to her dignity.  There were certainly people in this world that should be ponygirls.  She could see that.  But not her.  She was not submissive.  No part of her was submissive.  She did not follow the orders of others.  Well, right now that was not completely true.  She was doing what was bid of her.  But that was not because she was submissive.  That was only because she did not want to be hurt.  She was being coerced into doing what they wanted.  That was only until she could either figure out a way to escape or somehow get them to realize the mistake they had made.

What about this other girl.  She did not know her name.  They had tattooed Evening Mist on her backside.  That was supposed to be her pony name.  Great!  They had also tattooed a name on her.  She could not see it.  She did not have enough freedom of movement in her restraints to see it at all when in tack, and in the evening when most of the tack was removed, she still could not get a good look.  Not even enough to properly read it.  She believed that it said First Light.  She didn’t love the name, but it certainly could have been a lot worse.  She could live with it.  At least until she got out of here.  Fortunately, technology in removing tattoos was getting much better.  It wasn’t the name; it was the message it sent that was just too demeaning for it to remain.  She needed that thing off her body.

But for now, it appeared she was stuck with this.  And the other girl, well, she did not have a name so she could call her Mist – sounded a lot better than Evening, and Evening Mist was just too long.  Thinking of her as Mist, was not accepting the names, or the right of these people to give them names.  It was only convenience until things could change.  And it was certainly better than just ‘the girl’.

She had not hated them bringing her and Mist together this morning.  She really needed something that was not boring, and this was a challenge.  She did not mind the challenge – except when it also involved being whipped.  And she did not like the training technique of not telling her what to do, only signaling with the stupid whip.  Granted a lot of the signals did not hurt much, just a little sting, but if she did not get the message and do what was bid it would soon be a whip strike that hurt like hell.  She really needed the so-called trainer to cut that out.   There should instead just be a meeting between her and the trainer.  They could talk about what the trainer was trying to achieve and come up with a plan.  After all, Brin had done dance team in High School.  She had been very good at it, and she liked it a lot.  The director always talked to her about what they were doing and even took suggestions from Brin, which naturally improved the show.  If this stupid trainer would use Brin as a resource, they could make this a lot better.

Brin was not sure what the ultimate goal of this was.  It would help if she knew.  She knew it was to pull the silly cart – but that was a very inefficient means of transportation so there had to be more.  And there was the prancing step when walking.  Well, that was clearly for show.  So, all of this was meant as a kind of show.  The training must be to have other people watch. Brin suddenly had mixed feelings.  She loved showing off for other people.  She had loved the dance team.  But she had been able to do that and exude strength and control.  Here she was restrained; she was bitted; she was leashed and under the control of others.  That was just not Brin.  But they didn’t seem to understand that.  And she could not talk to anyone.  She really wanted to plead her case. She had considered trying to talk to the groom, but she knew enough to know that the grooms had no authority whatsoever.  The trainer had some authority.  She would love to talk to the trainer, but she was always delivered to the trainer fully bitted and the bit in her mouth was never removed until the trainer was gone.  Brin had tried to work on words that could be enunciated wearing the bit, but she quickly gave up on that.  Her attempts at language were laughable.  Nobody would take the sounds she could make as language.  It would be further demeaning and would certainly not help make her case.

And then there was fear.  She had watched that girl get caned a couple of nights ago.  That had been truly horrible.  She did not know what the girl had done to receive that level of punishment, but she wanted to be very careful not to do something that would get her caned.  It looked like it hurt beyond belief.  And watching the girl pulled over that whipping bar, secured, and then whipped in front of all the occupants of the stable.  Well, even if it did not hurt, that was just too humiliating to even think about.  No.  It was important that such a thing not happen to Brin.  Brin was not someone to be humiliated in that way.

She thought of all the others who always deferred to her.  This suddenly raised the thought of what was happening out in the real world.  She had only been taken a few days ago.  Nobody would be surprised at not seeing her, but they would immediately miss her on-line persona.  She was never offline for more than a day, so people had to be wondering where she was.  That would start to raise speculation.  Could people already be looking for her?

Unknown to Brin, and she would never know – ponies were not given any window into their past lives and specifically never into anything that was happening in the world they had left – she was not inactive online.   Her social media was filled with her excitement over her mysterious mission to the Atlas Mountains in Morocco.  This surprised some because Brin had never been much of an outdoor person.  But ‘Brin’ was careful to tell them that it was a very secret matter and that she could not provide any details.  She had been given a new name.  Well, that was true, but the actual name was not revealed. Instead, she advised that she was not allowed to even tell them her new name.  At least for now.  Maybe in six months so when she finished the mission and resurfaced. 

For whatever reason, nobody pushed very hard for any details.  They may be curious, but nobody seemed very concerned.  Brin was going on a secret mission – for someone undisclosed – to a very sketchy part of the world, under a name she would not disclose, for at least six months.  Maybe nobody wanted to confront Brin on how crazy this sounded, or maybe most were just happy to have her gone.  And, in just a couple of days her social media would go dark.  But now it would not be unexpected. All expected her to be dark for about six months.  And what in six months?  Would she really be missed when she did not come back online?  Some may wonder briefly, but most would have moved on with their life.  And, after all, Brin had a new life to pursue.  In six months, she should be a very different creature than she was a few days ago, or even now.

Brin knew none of this.  And she would not learn.  She could imagine huge searches being launched to find her, but those thoughts would dim with time. 

For the afternoon, she and Mist worked together as a team walking – ok, prancing – and then were taken up to a trot.  They had done that individually, but this was the first time as a team.  The transition was rough. Mist received a good stroke across her bottom for not being in step as they established the new gait.  Brin liked that.  It was clear that she was the leader.  She was the one to set the gait and pace and Mist needed to follow her step.  That was just as it should be.  Brin did not need to know that the pony on the right set the pace.  She could learn that later if they were switched.  For now, it was her job to follow the directions of the trainer and set the pace.

The transition to the trot had been signaled with two slaps of the reins on the ponies’ backs.  One slap meant to increase the pace but keep the gait.  On the other side, a pull on the reins meant to slow the pace, and two to drop to the next gait.  At this stage it was pretty simple.  The ponies only knew walk and trot.  They would learn canter and gallop, but not yet. 

The trainer played with the trot.  She signaled to increase the pace – Brin did not know these terms, but it was clear what they applied to.  Then she slowed the pace.  Brin followed the commands.  They were not that hard to do, and Mist was doing a good job of staying in step.  As they changed speed over and over, she got better.  But they had been at the trot for a while now.  It was like a jog when running, but it was complicated by not having the use of arms and by being hooked up to this cart.  The cart was well balanced and really did pull without much effort, but it had its own challenges.  Any change in speed required establishing or overcoming momentum.  The strangest feeling had been when they were dropped from a trot to a walk and the cart wanted to keep going.  Brin almost lost her footing as the thing pushed her forward.  Mist totally missed the step, and it took two more steps to get back in step.  The trainer seemed to accept something like that because Mist did not receive a whip stroke. 

Brin was pleased that Mist had not been whipped, but more pleased that she had not been whipped.  Every time she heard the whip start to sing through the air, she felt her body tense waiting for the pain.  Sometimes it was just a pop in the air.  Those were scary, often because they came so close to her.  Sometimes they fell on Mist.  Brin did not like the idea of Mist being whipped, but she figured that she had probably done something to deserve it.  So why should she care?  But sometimes it fell on her.  She hated that.  It hurt.  Sometimes more than others.  But it always hurt.  And it was humiliating.  It meant that this person sitting in the cart behind her had decided that she, Brin, had done something wrong and needed to be corrected. Or if the stroke was a punishment stroke. Those were unmistakable, that was really humiliating.  This twit of a girl sitting behind her was not just correcting something that she had done but was exerting and demonstrating her dominance over her by punishing her, by clearly communicating that Brin had better be properly respectful and do what was demanded of her.  She did not like that at all.  But she was responsive.  She did not want to be whipped.  She was not someone who got off on that.  No, she did not want to be whipped.  So, she did what any intelligent person would do.  She did what was required to keep her oppressor happy or at least mollified.

The afternoon went well.  By the time they were finished, and Brin was handed off to her groom she was exhausted.  This was really taxing.  Brin had always tried to stay in shape, but she was not used to working under someone else’s direction.  Whatever she did she was used to taking frequent breaks to check her social media.  She had to make sure she was trending for whatever it was that she was doing.  Now, she had not seen her phone or computer in about three days.  She had never been that long without her phone.  What were people thinking about her? 

When the groom took her reins, she followed.  She liked the groom.  Granted this was someone else that had control over her, but the groom really seemed to care and was gentle in her handling.  Brin did know that if she showed any reservation the reins would be abandoned, and a line would be clipped to her nose cable.  That thing was insidious. Even a slight pressure felt like it was trying to turn her head inside out.  When the groom did attach the nose line, she always looked sad.  It was as if she knew that this hurt, and she did not want to hurt Brin.  Yes, she did care.  And Brin was completely dependent upon her.  Brin could touch no part of her body.  The groom would wash her.  The groom would massage her – and wow was she good at that.  Brin had had massages before, but she had never had a massage like this groom gave.  She also carefully found all the whip abrasions on her body and rubbed in a soothing salve.  Brin did not know what it was, but it made the pain dissipate and seemed to aid in the healing.

When she was finally returned to her stall, she was ready to sleep.  But she could not get her mind off of her predicament.  She was used to being in charge.  She was not now in charge.  Even the little groom – who she did like, and who seemed to like her – was above her in the food chain here.  Maybe not in importance.  Somehow Brin knew that she was important, but clearly not in authority.  She had to obey her groom.  She had to obey everyone.  Well, everyone except for her pony mate Mist.  Brin was lead pony and Mist had to follow her.  That was something at least. 

She would love to be able to learn more about Mist.  She knew that she was here in the stable, but she had not really paid attention as to where.  She knew she was not on either side of her.  You could see so little from the stall.  She knew that there was another ponygirl on each side of her.  She knew that there were other stalls on both sides of the corridor, and it seemed that almost all, if not all, held captive ponygirls.  She had even seen one caned.  That has been terrible.  She had never seen anything like that in her life.  And she never wanted to see that again – more importantly she did not want that to be her.  She really really needed to make sure that that was not her.  She did not know what that girl had done to deserve what she had witnessed, but she did not want to find out.

Somehow, she was going to figure out a way out of this mess.  But in the meantime, she needed to protect her backside as much as she could.


Chapter 16

For the remainder of the week things progressed on pretty much the same schedule.  It appeared to Mia that a ponygirl ranch ran on a very repetitive schedule.  The day started early.  The ponies were washed, toileted (called Mucked), and tacked for the day ahead.  Then they were taken out for training.  The ponies were then left hitched by their reins – or if they had been difficult, their nose cable – to a rail outside the stable to wait for their trainer. 

Frustratingly, even though the ponies were ready early that did not always apply to the trainers.  Trainers came at different times.  A pony could be left standing for a very long time before collected for training.  The ponies learned to be patient.  There was no other option.  The worst part was that during this period of time they were expected to stand facing the wall and not move.  This was very frustrating and did not help things move more quickly.

Training could be different from day to day, but the schedule was the same.  They worked until about noon.  There were no clocks for ponies to see and nobody said anything, but Mia could see the position of the sun.  Then they were watered and left while the trainers went to lunch.  During this period, again, all they could do is stand and wait.  They could not sit down.  They could not talk to their compatriots; they could do nothing but wait.  Ponygirls were supposed to be patient.  Mia did not feel patient.

Afternoon training was often the most taxing.  Mia did not know if it was because they had already worked through the morning or if it was just designed to be a harder push.  All she knew is that by the middle of the afternoon she was wishing they would wrap things up and get back to the stable. 

The only highlight of the day for the ponies was the end of the day.  They were once again washed; but then they were massaged.  The massages were wonderful. And it was followed by something more.  Mia had been very unsure the first time that the groom started working her fingers up and down Mia’s body.  She had never had a girl do that to her before.  But it felt good.  She was not a prude, but her sexual activity had been with men.  She was not used to this.  And she was used to being a participant in sex.  Not here.  She was strapped down for her massage, so when the hands started to move to other parts of her body it was beyond her control.  She realized that she was feeling horny.  Why was that?

The first time it happened she just thought the groom was expanding her massage a little.  But before lone the focus of the teasing was clearly obvious.  Mia could not stop twisting and pulling at her restraints.  It was so frustrating to not be able to participate in any way.  But as the touching became more and more intimate, she could only think about how she was feeling.  She needed satisfaction.  But the groom was a tease.  Her fingers would play up her labia, flick at her clitoris, which was getting very hard, then go back down and work on her other labia.  Invariably when Mia was ready to burst, she would back off.  Mia would scream and pull at her restraints.  But the groom would not leave her for long, and soon she was back to her sensitive flesh.  And then as she brought her back up the hill again, she let her slip over.  It was the most magnificent orgasm she had ever had.  But the groom was not done.  Before Mia could get all the way down, she started again.  That was not possible.  Didn’t she realize that Mia was done?  Apparently not.  And it seemed Mia did not realize her own potential.  Before long she was climbing the walls – well not literally because she was not able to do anything or go anywhere.  And then the groom pushed her over again.  This time she was left for a period to settle down.  Mia was not sure of what had happened.  She was not ready for this.

Finally, she returned to her stall.  In the stall the pony could eat, could sleep, and if she was very careful could actually talk to her neighbors.  Mia was pretty sure that the grooms knew the ponies were talking but the ponies pretended that they were being good, and the grooms pretended they did not know.  As a result, everyone was very careful.  Mia had finally gotten Echo to talk to her.  She was being very careful not to scare her off again.  She knew she needed to gain trust.  There was nobody on the other side of her, and the stall across from her was ten feet away.  She had seen a girl standing in the door of that stall on a few occasions, but she was afraid to try to talk over that distance, and the girl did not seem interested in talking out to her, so she was limited to Echo.  It was very good to be able to talk to someone, even if it was very mundane things.  Over time she hoped that Echo would feel better and give her more information.  But for now it was at least something.

The ponies never had the use of their arms.  Those always stayed restrained behind the back.  It had really hurt for the first few days, but by week’s end Mia’s shoulders had adjusted.  She was really worried about what would happen to her arms long term.  She did her best to try to move them as isometrically as she could. She was somewhat pleased when she found that once a week the pony’s arms were actually released and massaged.  The depressing part was that she was locked into a frame before this happened.  There was no chance for her to use her arms for anything, and no chance to try to escape.  The signal was clear.  The pony’s arms were always going to be locked behind her at any time, and under any circumstance where she might even try to use them for anything.

So, the ponygirl was completely dependent.  She was dependent upon her groom for all her regular needs.  Each ponygirl had regular needs but was not in a position to be able to communicate them.  She could use signals, i.e., she could whinny, she could stomp her hoof, she could shake her head.  This was allowed, but any attempt at something that sounded like speech.  That never ended well, and the pony’s end was usually sore.  The grooms, however, seemed to know what their needs were.  At least what the ones that were going to be allowed were. Other things were not needs; there were wants, and a ponygirl could want, but she was highly unlikely to get what she wanted.  She would do what she was told, or she would be punished.  And she quickly learned that she did not want to be punished.

Over the week and into the next week, the two ponies had been worked, not only walk and trot, but the canter and even a gallop had been introduced.  They were very smooth as a team and could easily change gaits.

* * * * *

Mia was standing, hitched by her reins to the bar outside the stable.  Light was standing next to her.  The person who came to collect them was not their trainer.  Who was this person?  Ponygirls are concerned by anything that is new. 

The cart they were led to was similar to the one they had been using, but not exactly.  The passenger seat was a bench.  And the general look of the cart was more plush than the girls were used to.  This was going to be heavier and more resistant. 

They were fastened in place but the individual who had collected and prepared them did not stay.  She walked away leaving the ponygirl pair fastened to the cart.  Mia was curious about this.  She took a tentative step forward to try to see what this meant.  The cart pulled and dragged.  It was clear that the wheels of the cart were not turning.  A brake had been set.  Until someone climbed in and released the brake they were not going anywhere.

After what seemed like a very long time a woman approached.  She smiled as she came up to Mia’s side.  A hand reached out and explored Mia’s flank, then her side, then her shoulder and neck.  Mia had become accustomed to this touching, but she still did not like it.  Still, she knew much better than to respond. She did not know who this person was, but she was well dressed and carried herself in a way that said she was a person of authority.  Mia did not want to mess with her.  She would rather be touched by hands than whipped.  The touching was invasive and degrading, but usually not painful.

Mia thought she had seen the woman around.  She thought that this woman had been present for at least part of the time that she and Light were processed, when was that?  It seemed like about a year ago, but it was only a little more than a week ago.  She tried to remember more, but she was too much in shock at that time and had not retained anything. 

The woman released Mia’s hobble.  She walked around to Light.  Touched her and then removed her hobble.  Light did not move.  She kept perfect position.  Mia could just feel that you did not mess with this woman.

The woman climbed into the cart. A flick of the reins and a crack of the whip – not on flesh, only air – and they were off.  They pranced in perfect step.  After a few minutes they were brought to a trot.  The transition was flawless, and they were right together in the gait. Mia was glad. For some reason she felt like she wanted to impress this woman, and the best way to do that was to be perfect.  She wanted to be perfect.

They were brought to a canter.  Mia and Light knew how to do this gait.  It was work and she was not sure how long they could keep it.  They had only been kept at a canter for about 10 or 15 minutes before, but they had been guided out onto a road that disappeared into the distance.  On the sides were meadows and farmland.  Mia could not see a viable destination.  Where were they going.

For the next half hour, they continued straight down this road at a canter.  The pace of it was not fast, but that was more time at the canter than they had done before.  She expected that this was not really a long time and that they would have to do a lot longer than that, but they were not ready for that, at least she was not ready for this.  This length of time was a lot for them.  She was beginning to feel very winded.  She really needed a slower gait.  There had not been enough time, she was not ready for this.

But Light was holding the pace and gait, and Mia did not want to be the first to fail.  Not just because she knew she would be whipped, but it was a matter of pride.  If her partner could keep it up, well, then so could she.

Mia could not see a clear destination ahead.  The road went on.  There were side roads, but she did not know where they went.  Hell, she didn’t know where this road went.  The surroundings were very rural, and she could see plowed fields, and some buildings.  Yes, there were some buildings set back from the road.  What if someone saw them?  What would they think?  Mia and Light were virtually naked.  At least all the parts that should be covered were not covered.  That qualified as naked for her.  And, even more importantly, they were restrained. The pony tack might not look like it at first.  It might look like they were engaged in some strange costume activity, but even casual inspection would soon reveal that they were restrained. 

Maybe this was a good thing.  If someone saw them like this, wouldn’t they call the police?  But if there was a risk of such a discovery, then why would this woman bring them out here?  Mia very much doubted that this was going to be the vehicle of their rescue – but she could hope.

The woman pulled on the right reins guiding the ponies off the main road and up a smaller dirt road.  They had encountered nobody else so far.  It made no difference if a person seeing them would accept their condition, intervein to help, or call authorities.  That had not happened.  At least as far as Mia knew.  They could have been seen from the side or at a distance, but certainly nothing close had occurred. 

Mia could now see some buildings up ahead.  But it was still at least a quarter of a mile away.  There was no way she could keep this pace for that far.  And something told Mia that a failure now would be bad – very bad.  FUCK!  Why couldn’t this woman have given them a short break before this final?  It was cruel, and it was wrong.  Certainly, she wanted them to look good for this final part of their trip.  But where were they?

Mia realized something else.  There had not been a gate or impediment of any kind between the ranch where they were trained and this place.  Their stable building had doors that were closed.  Her individual stall had a gate that she could not open.  Her body was under the control of her restraints and usually a tether of some kind.  But it appeared that once outside the stable there was nothing securing the perimeter of the ranch.  Unless this was still part of the ranch.  But that did not seem likely.  For the last ten minutes or so the surroundings had been individual fields that were clearly under cultivation.  No.  This was not the ranch.

This was important information.  It would be an important part of an escape plan.  Now she just needed the rest of the plan.  The most important part was how the fuck was she going to get her arms free?  The rest of the pony tack was embarrassing, but the restraint that held her arms was the most significant.  She had pulled and twisted at it many times in the week or, so she had been here.  It was very tight.  And nothing she did caused any slack at all.  She had hoped that it would be removed at some point.  Maybe if they started to trust her more.  But she had seen other ponygirls on the ranch, and they all had similar arm restraints.  None – not a single one – has use of her arms.  This seemed to be a standard procedure for ponygirls.  And the most important part of the security.  It hardly mattered that the ranch was not fenced.  They did not need fences or walls.  The ponies were not going anywhere.  Well, probably not.  Even without the use of her arms, she now knew that she could get off the ranch and run for help.  But run where?

She did not think there was going to be help where she was now.  She did not think she would have been brought to a place that would help her.   At least not the kind of help that she wanted. 

Her wool gathering had helped.  They were actually getting close to a big house.  It was wood, two stories, and had a large wrap around porch.  This is the kind of porch where you sit on in a rocking chair and sip a mint julep.  That would work.  She could use a mint julip right now.  She could use ANY kind of alcohol right now. She had not had any alcohol since the night she was captured.  She had been telling herself that she was going to reduce her drinking, workout more, and improve her diet.  Her current situation, while doing all those things, was not what she had in mind.  And she wanted none of it.  Granted, in just a week she was in pretty good shape.  Her skin glowed, and the groom would rub her body down with oil, that really made her shine, every day. But the food, although probably healthy, really sucked.  It was bland and designed to be eaten by a creature that had to eat with just her mouth and no use of her hands. 

She figured the food was designed just for her.  When she had failed to eat all she was given, she was fastened to her trough by a line to her nose cable, given four or five swats with a small whip and then left to finish the job.  The message had been clear.  Finish your food.  She did, and when her trough was reinspected half an hour later it was clean.  After that it was always clean.  She did not like being whipped, and she really hated being tethered by the nose cable.  Nothing could control her as well as that did.

At about 100 meters from the house, they were moved to a trot and then quickly to a walk.  Mia had made it.  She was very proud of herself.  There were two women sitting on the porch.  They did not get up, but just watched the ponies and the cart approach.

Mia was breathing very heavily now.  She had made it without failing, but she had been very close.  More than anything else she wanted to collapse.  She knew that would not be allowed.  She wanted to sit down.  Again, that was not going to be allowed.  Right now. her job was to walk.  And not just walk, but to prance.  She knew that the driver sitting behind her had a whip.  She knew it hurt a lot.  And she knew it would be placed on her body if she was not up to what the driver expected.  She did not know the woman who was now driving them, but she had seen enough to know it was a no-nonsense kind of person.  And it was clear that they were there to visit with the two women sitting on the porch, and likely the driver wanted to make a good impression.  That meant that Mia and Light better be up to snuff. 

She lifted her knees with each step.  If felt like her legs had turned to concrete.  She was so tired.  She was good at prancing, but not when she was so tired.

SWWOOSHHH - - - - - CCCCRRRAAACCKKK - - - - - AAAGGOOAAAAEEE

She had not raised her knee high enough.  Fuck that hurt.  It must have only been a couple of inches.  She shouldn’t be punished for that.  Especially, she should not be punished when she was so tired.  But that was not really punishment.  It hurt.  It hurt a lot, but it was the kind of strike that she was given as ‘training’.  Her form had been wanting and she had been corrected.  No.  It hurt, but punishment would hurt on another level.  She did not want to be punished.  This had been standard training.  This was just a part of her life now.  She had been corrected.  And it had worked.  She was prancing perfectly now.  And she could tell that Light had improved her step.  She could feel it.  Light had not been corrected.  Light was probably happy that Mia had been the one corrected.  Mia wished it had been the other way.

The advantage to whip strikes in training is that the pain did not last long.  Usually, the mark did not even last too long, although some would remain visible through the night and even into the next day.  And occasionally they would bruise.  Her skin now frequently displayed the results of her training. 

When they finally made it to the front of the house they were brought to a halt.  Mia stood straight with her eyes forward.  Her back was straight, her shoulders pulled back (this is natural when your arms were restrained behind you), and her chin up.  Her feet were held about eight inches apart.  This was the position that she had learned.  She was still breathing heavily, and a part of her wanted to bend over, but her brain told her that she would not enjoy the results of doing that.  She did not.  She kept her position. 

The woman in the cart got out and walked over to the side of Light.  She knelt down and attached her hobble line.  Mia did not look to watch what was happening, but she did not need to.  When she was finished, she walked around in front of the ponies, keeping at least five- or six-foot distance in front, until she was at Mia’s side.  Then she quickly hobbled Mia. 

The first time that Mia was stopped and then hobbled she had felt her stomach lurch.  Not anymore.  She now knew this to be standard protocol.  When the ponies were stopped, they were hobbled.  It was not really necessary.   The cart had a hand brake.  The ponies would have a very difficult time trying to pull the cart around with the brake set.  But there was a psychological component as well.  The pony must aways know it was under control, and the fixing of the hobble line helped to communicate this to the pony.  Mia knew it.  She knew she was restrained and under control.  It may have only been a little over a week, but she had tried everything she could think of to get out of her restraints, and she knew that she could not.  She knew that she was completely and totally under the control of others.  She knew she would go where they directed and do what they wanted.

But there was something about this.  She knew that she was being shown off.  She was slightly embarrassed that she had been whipped in front of the women on the porch.  But it had only been one.  And that was a common part of training.

Mia could see that they were on another ranch.  She could see that there was a corral, and that in the corral there were at least a half dozen ponygirls. 

Mia did not know where they were, but clearly this was not a place where she would be rescued.  The people here clearly believed that keeping a young woman in restraints and turning her into a pony was perfectly acceptable.  Not that she believed that she was going to be taken anywhere where she was likely to be released.

So why were they here?


Chapter 17

Brin had actually enjoyed being able to stretch out and canter along the road.  More importantly she had savored the opportunity to get away from the ranch.  She very much needed to see what was going on around this place so she could figure out how to escape.

She had been able to see that the ranch was in the middle of what looked like a valley with mountains on both sides, each about 6 – 10 miles away.  Brin was only guessing at this.  She was terrible with distances.  She thought from the movement of the sun that the valley ran mostly North and South.  She did not know what was to the North or the South.  She thought the valley went up slightly to the North, but that could be deceptive, and she could not be sure.

Today when they had left the ranch they had turned to the North, and as Brin looked up the road – it was not completely straight – she again felt like the terrain angled up.  She thought the valley seemed to narrow, and that the mountains on the East and West came closer together, the farther North they went. 

That would mean that the way out of the valley would be to the South.  Could the ranch control the entire valley?  That was not an encouraging thought.  Even though South seemed to clear direction to go, the North still had a great deal of territory.

When they stopped at the large house on the side road it was clear that this place was not a part of the ranch, but in fact, a separate ranch.  There were other ranches, farms, and other owners of businesses and properties in this valley.  So maybe it was not necessary to completely escape the valley in order to find help. But this ranch would not be such a place.  A quick glance at the nearby corral and its occupants confirmed that nobody here was going to be opposed to the idea of keeping young women in bondage and using them as ponygirls.  Just how widespread was this?

Brin wondered if they had been purposely stopped and faced toward the corral so that she and her partner could see its occupants.  This did seem to communicate that the ranch was not just an isolated aberration.  Others, at least this ranch, as well, were at least complicit in this terrible practice. 

Finally, the two women sitting on the porch got up and walked toward them.  The woman that had driven Brin and Mist here came up to them and gave each a hug.  A simple gesture that Brin had often used.  She certainly would not be giving anyone hugs now. 

They were slightly in front of her but just off to the side.  Brin kept her eyes forward but was able to clearly see the meeting of these people.  It was pretty clear that they were not at all offended, or even surprised by what they were seeing.

The two new women moved over in front of Brin and Mist.

“Marvelous.  They are almost perfect.” 

Almost?  What was there about Brin that was not perfect?  Wait a minute.  If they were talking about her as a ponygirl, then she was a long way from perfect.

A hand reached down and stroked, then grabbed at Brin’s abdomen.

“Still a little loose here.”

What the fuck!  It was a damn good thing for this creatin that Brin had been hobbled.  She was standing right there.  Right in front of her, touching her body and talking to someone else about her in this disparaging fashion.  That was just unacceptable.  She looked at the woman.  She was no prize.  Brin was taller; Brin was a lot younger; Brin was in better physical shape than her, just look at her body.  Not bad for someone who was probably in her thirties, but who the fuck was she to criticize Brin’s body.  Fuck her!

“Certainly.  But in a few weeks, we will have them nicely tightened up and a good six pack.”

Fuck no!  Brin wanted to be in shape – she was in shape.  But she did not want a six-pack.  That was for men and body builders.  It was not for women like Brin.  Brin had always been careful to maintain the correct balance of fitness.  She wanted to be sexy.  She wanted to be healthy.  She wanted to be in good shape, but she never wanted to cross that line into the world of body building.  That was gross as far as she was concerned.  She was not going to do that. Fuck – who was she kidding.  She was going to do whatever the fuck they wanted her to do.  She felt a tear in her eye.

The hand left her abdomen and lowered between her legs.  She could not move her hips effectively because of the harness and the way she was attached to the cart.  She could only shake back and forth by a couple of inches. The hand moved between her thighs. 

Brin tried to look at this woman.  What did she think she was doing?  It was clear.  She was touching Brin wherever she wanted.  Brin and her partner were not people whose rights and dignity were respected.  They were animals that could be inspected and petted at the pleasure of others.  This thought made Brin furious.  She kicked at her hobble.  If only it would pull loose, she would let this bitch have something she would remember for a long time.  But, of course, it did not pull loose.  If she tried to kick it would only be embarrassing – not to mention probably get her whipped. 

She had tried to stare the woman down, but she had only smiled into Brin’s face.  That was so terrible.  Brin could only look away, and then down.

The woman’s hand was working between Brin’s legs.  A finger moved up into Brin’s private area.  There could be no meaningful justification for this.

“Ha, just as I thought, its wet.”  The woman withdrew her hand and held up her finger.  She examined it and then put it in front of Brin.  She was not talking to Brin, but clearly, she wanted Brin to see what she was talking about.  Ok, her finger was wet.  That did not mean a fucking thing.  Not a thing, nothing at all.  Fuck her.

Brin decided to look away.  She looked over at the ponygirls in the corral.  There were so many girls who were held in restraints as ponygirls.  They had been at the ranch, and now they were on another ranch and there were more here.

The other woman had moved over closer to Mist.  Then she shifted to right in between Mist and Brin.  Brin felt her hand on Brin’s left breast.  Brin could not see well, but it looked like her other hand was on Mist’s breast.  She cupped the underside of the breast and slightly lifted it.

“Good matching mass.  I think this one is a bit larger, but it would be hard to see.”  She gave Brin’s breast a squeeze.

“We could add just a little to this one.  But I don’t know that it is worth it.”

Brin hated being objectified in this way.  She wanted to hit, kick, or do something to this person.  But the reality was she could do nothing.  Who were these two women and what the fuck were they talking about.  The woman who had driven them here was a little older than the others who seemed to have been responsible for their “training”.  And these two women were about the same age, if not a little older, than that woman.  It was interesting that almost all of this seemed to be controlled and operated by women.  Weren’t women supposed to look out for each other?  Not here.

Brin knew that she had been kidnapped.  She did not know the story for her partner or any of the other girls she had seen.  She could not believe from what she had experienced so far that anyone would do this willingly.  Well, she was sure that some girls – she could think of a few – would allow this to be done to them as a lark.  But they would soon not like it and would want to be released.  Could that be some of the stories?  Perhaps.  Brin certainly knew several girls who could be easily placed in this position.  Not her.  She was always very careful.  She was always in control.  Well . . . she had always been in control.  She was not in control of anything now.  As she thought of this she pulled at her arms.  This damn binder was so effective. 

These people had not yet broken her spirit, but they certainly had full control of her body.  She would do what they wanted.  She had no other choice; she was not a fan of pain. 

“Ok, water them, let them have some rest and get acquainted with some of the ponies.”  It was the woman who had suggested Brin might need something more in her breasts. 

The other woman clipped a leash line to the cable in Brin’s nose.  That was always an attention getter.  Only then did she release Brin from the connectors to the cart.  She was still hobbled, but when the woman led her toward the corral, Brin shuffled along behind her.  Part of her wanted to look around for a possible escape, but when there was a line attached to the cable in your nasal passages, you did not turn your head.  You kept your face as straight forward as possible, and you did everything you could to avoid having pressure put on that line.

Brin and her partner were led up to the corral.  The gate was opened.  There was a simple latch on the outside of the gate.  The woman opened it with one hand, swung the gate open and led Brin and Mist in. 

Only then did she remove the lines from their noses and turn to leave.  But not before giving Brin a swat on her bottom.  “Have fun.”

Brin reacted by turning toward her.  If only she was not still hobbled.  For an instant she almost lunged at the woman.  But the woman was already in the gateway and closing the gate.  Unless Brin planned it perfectly, she would only end up on her face on the ground.  That would be even worse than just failing the attack.  As the gate clicked shut, now removing any option, Brin was glad that she had hesitated.  As much as she wanted to hurt this person it was unlikely that she would have succeeded, and in the end, it was her end that would suffer.  Of that, she was sure.

The other ponygirls in the corral were in two small groups.  The group closest to the new arrivals stopped what they were doing and turned toward Brin and Mist.  Brin could see that they were all restrained in tack that looked very much like her own.  They were all bridled, so, they all were bitted.  Well, there would not be any great conversations here.  A quick glance down showed that they were also hobbled.  Security in this place was no joke.  Brin did not know where they were, or why they were here, but it was not likely to be a source of escape.

The woman had mentioned water, and Brin was thirsty.  She was very thirsty.  She could see that there was a trough extending from a wall of the corral near the gate.  It stuck out about six feet into the corral and was set up in such a way that it could be accessed from either side.  It had water up to within an inch or two of the top. 

Ok, water.  The trough was not too low, but still low enough that a standing girl in pony tack could not just bend forward and drink.  In order to drink a ponygirl needed to kneel down.  The area on both sides of the trough was not dirt, but instead was padded.  A concession to the required act for the ponygirl, but nothing that would remove the humiliating act of kneeling and then lowering your face into the watering trough in order to drink. 

Brin turned away.  She was not sure she was so thirsty that she was willing to do this.  She looked over at the other ponygirls.  They were just watching her to see what she would do.

Then she looked back toward the gate.  The fucking woman who had put her here was still here.  She was standing at the gate watching.  The corral was only a little less than five feet high, so the woman could easily look over the top. 

When Brin looked at her, she smiled and nodded her head up and down.  What the fuck was that supposed to mean?

Brin did not know what to do.  She was thirsty.  She was very thirsty, but she did not want to give in.  She knew the woman was just waiting for Brin to further humiliate herself. 

Then she sensed movement.  Mist moved over to the trough.  Then she moved to her knees, leaned forward, and started to drink.  Had she thought this through?  Or was Brin just over analyzing things?

Fuck it.  She needed a drink.  She moved forward next to her partner, slipped down to her knees, bent forward and drank.  She had been careful to use the side of the trough that kept her back to the woman.  She did not know how long the woman would stay there and watch.  She did not know if the woman was enjoying this, but she did not want to see the woman.  She just wanted some water, and this is the place she needed to get it from.  It was a simple thing.  It did not mean anything.  She told herself again.  This did not mean anything.  The fact that she was on her knees with her face bent forward into an animal trough.  It meant nothing.  It was only functional.

Brin finished and got back to her feet.  It was really amazing how accomplished she had become in movement without the use of her arms.  Add to that the hobble chain that kept her ankles within a foot of each other and the simple task of getting up from a kneeling position would be rather daunting.  She did it with no difficulty.  She was happy for that when she had made it to her feet and looked over at the other ponygirls, most of whom were watching her.  If she had been clumsy, she was sure it would impact their thoughts about her.

She had always been good at entrances.  In addition, she knew how to use her movements and her speech to control a group.  She would rise to the top of the ‘pecking order’ very quickly.  This was her first challenge in group dynamics since she had been changed into this strange armless, speechless almost naked creature. 

She turned and looked at the two groups of ponygirls.  She was going to approach one of the groups, but which one?  The group furthest from her had five ponygirls.  One or two looked over at her, but then they seemed to lose interest and looked away.  Brin could see that they all were fully restrained and fully bridled.  They were standing very close together and seemed to be touching their bodies.  Did they communicate?  How did they communicate?  They could not speak to each other.  She saw one of the ponygirls rub her breasts up and down against the side of another.  That girl then leaned into the first girl and mimicked the move.  What did that mean?

This was tough.  She needed to move into one of the groups.  Well, probably she did not really need to, but she felt compelled to do so.  She looked at the second group.  This was a group of four ponygirls, they were the closest to her, and they were all looking at her and Mist. 

That clearly had to be the group.  If she went past them to the other group that could be seen as a snub by this group.  And, with the horrid bit in her mouth there was no possibility to explain.  She did not know how long she would be with these girls, but she could not take the chance that it would be for a long time and that a bad first impression would be hard to recover from.

She also could not just stand here.  That would be just as bad.  It was clear that none of the ponygirls from either group were going to approach her and Mist.  They were the newcomers, and it was pretty clear that they were the ones who were expected to approach the others.  This was a bit of a problem because it established dominance in the group.  Brin needed to figure out who was the Alpha in the group and at least match up to her so she could work on taking over.  There could only be one Alpha, and that needed to be Brin.  Brin was always the Alpha.  But most of her tricks and tactics were removed from her grasp.  This, however, did not include her instincts and abilities to read the situation.

Brin puffed up her chest and moved toward the closest group.  Helpfully, Mist, who had been watching what was going on moved in closely behind Brin and moved with her.  This provided some support for Brin.  She had her own group, even if it were just the two of them, it was so much stronger than being alone.  And because she was the pace pony on the team Mist already was conditioned to follow her lead.  It was showing here.

As Brin approached one of the girls turned toward her in a way that clearly communicated to Brin that she was the Alpha.  Two other girls moved to move to the sides of this girl, well woman.  She was clearly older than the other two, and older than Brin.  Not ancient by Brin’s standards, but clearly at least mid to late 20s.  That was older than normal for her group. 

Brin locked eyes with her, stepped forward, and stopped about arm’s length away, well, what would have been arm’s length if she had the use of her arms.

The girl was tall, she would stand at least six feet, even without pony boots. Her hair was jet black and shiny.  Her posture was perfect.  The pony tack helped to maintain posture, but Brin could tell that this girl would stand straight and erect even if freed from her tack.  Surprisingly, she did not seem to be demoralized or beaten down by her condition.  Brin had been struggling with her loss of freedom over the course of the last week.  She was embarrassed when she was seen in such a helpless state by others, but that did not seem to bother this creature.

Her skin was darker than Brin and Mist, but Brin did not think naturally.  She felt like it was just a condition of living most of her time now outdoors.  The ponygirls’ bodies were always oiled before they went out into the sun and were therefore protected, but she had noticed that it was not a full block and it seemed that the people who controlled them wanted them to tan naturally.

Normally in such a situation Brin would have had some good comment to make.  The bit in her mouth made that impossible.  The sounds that she could make were unintelligible, and to try was too embarrassing.  The girl across from her was also bitted.  This also made facial expressions almost impossible.  The mouth is such an important part of expressive activity.  Ponies could not smile, they could not frown, they could not move their lips around in any meaningful way.  And the other straps from the bridle distorted other movements of the face. 

After studying Brin for a short time, the tall proud ponygirl took a half step forward, turned her body slightly, and protruded her right breast toward Brin.

Brin had no idea what that was supposed to mean.  What was she supposed to do?

Then the ponygirl took a step back, turned to her right and repeated the movement now offering her breast to the girl on her right side. 

The girl immediately lowered her head and using her nose flicked back and forth at the nipple of the breast presented to her.

The woman stepped back, then forward offering the other breast.  The girl repeated the behavior now on the other breast. The Alpha stepped back and stood up.  The girl stepped back and gave what could be only called a bow. 

Then the woman turned to the other girl next to her and they repeated the little ceremony.  When that was finished, she once again looked at Brin, moved forward and offered a breast.

At first Brin had thought this was a ponygirl greeting, but the way it played out communicated something different.  This was not just a greeting; this was an act of dominance and submission.  The woman who was clearly the Alpha was exerting dominance over the other girls, and they by their actions were accepting it.  The woman was now demonstrating her position and calling on Brin to accept.  Brin did not know what to do.  She did not want to submit to this other person.  She froze.

The woman cocked her head.  Stepped back, turned to Mist and offered a breast to her. 

Brin could see Mist stiffen.  Mist looked at the woman.  Then she looked at Brin.  Had Mist accepted Brin as the Alpha in their little two pony pack?  If not, would she give in to this person?  The woman was definitely strong.  Brin had almost acted out of instinct and engaged in the little ceremony, but she could not bring herself to do it. 

Mist stepped forward, looked like she was about to bend down, then stood back up and stepped back.  The woman looked at Brin, stepped back, and then turned her back to Brin and Mist.  The other girls followed suit.  It was clear to join this pack they needed to accept the dominance of the Alpha.  Failure to do so meant they could not come in.  Brin was sure there was a way to challenge the position of the Alpha, but she knew nothing about ponygirl culture and had no idea how to do that.  Did it involve fighting?  That seemed unlikely, they were all restrained.  And she was certain that marking up another ponygirl was a great way to get yourself caned.  That was something she very much wanted to avoid.  

She did not know what to do.  She did not know how long they were going to be here.  They had not been transported here but had rather been the source of transportation to get here.  It was unlikely that they were going to stay here.  If this were something permanent then she and Mist might need more, but right now they were ok as their own pack.  And, if anything, this little exercise had established them as a pack.

Brin moved away to another part of the corral.  Mist followed her.  Brin wanted to do the little ritual with Mist.  She wanted Mist to acknowledge her as the Alpha, but she was worried that if she tried Mist may reject that, and even worse, she could desert her and go to the other pack.  At some point she was going to have to go through this with her, but not now. 

She looked and thought about the other group but rejected that idea.  They were not going to be here long, they could just be their own pack, or was it herd?  They were ponies not wolves. 

And, in time, they were reattached to the cart and driven back to their ranch.  (Did Brin just think “their” with respect to the ranch?)


Chapter 18

Mia was trying to reconcile the events of the day before.  She and Light had been hitched to a cart that had seemingly been designed for actual transportation.  Then they had been driven to what appeared to be another ranch. 

This could only mean that: There were more ranches with ponygirls.  And ponygirls were in fact, a means of transportation.  Although it did not seem to be a very efficient system.  They had not gone far, and they were certainly not very fast.  A car would seem to be a much better way to do things.  Mia was all for clean transportation.  But she could not envision ponygirls as a replacement for motor vehicles. 

The next strange events took place in the corral with the other ponygirls at this strange ranch.  Mia had seen other ponygirls both in the stable and in training, she had even been able to talk briefly with Echo, the girl in the stall next to her, but real interaction had been very limited. She had never thought about whether there was a social structure for ponygirls.  She had instead spent her time trying to figure out how not to be one.  That had not gone well, and it was pretty clear to her now, even after just over a week, that she was in no position to escape.  At least in the near term.  She had seen that security on the ranch was high.  She did not think any of the others she saw would be able to escape, and she had tried everything she could think of to get out of her restraints.  It was just not possible. 

She had wanted to get off the ranch and see if there were better opportunities available, but the trip to the other ranch had not been encouraging in this regard. Clearly there were others engaged in this strange pursuit.  She wondered how widespread it was.  That would impact the potential for a third-party intervention.  Certainly, the women at the ranch the day before would not release them.  They had their own ponygirls, and importantly those ponygirls seemed to have been kept long enough to develop their own social structure.  Mia felt like that was accepting.  She did not want to do that.  But she was worried about group pressure too.

When she and Light had approached that one small group of ponygirls Mia was hopeful that they would learn something of value.  Granted they could not talk when bitted, that was very frustrating, but maybe they would learn something.  They did, but not what she wanted.

The larger, older woman was clearly the group leader.  She had a bitchy attitude, something Mia was all too familiar with and did not care for.  Mia laughed at the thought of a “Queen Bee” in full pony tack and restraints.  But that is exactly what she had seen. When she and Light had first approached the others, she wondered how they would make connection since they could not talk.  When the woman moved forward as if the greet them and then extended her breast Mia was surprised.  But then the woman had used one of her little clan to demonstrate the ritual she wanted.  She had the other girl essentially Eskimo kiss her nipple.  That was weird, but the girl then stepped back and bowed.  Ok, that was pretty clear.  It was an act of submission. 

Then another minion had followed suit.  When the woman then turned back to Light and once again started her little ‘ritual’ Mia was very worried.  She was not ready to join a cult of ponygirls.  She was very happy when Light rejected the offer.  In a move reminiscent of high school, Mia and Light had been rejected by the pathetic queen and her little group of followers.  Mia was fine with that.

Mia was very pleased when they left that ranch and returned here.  She wondered if there were any similar dynamics here.  She really hoped that there were not.  She felt a connection to her partner.  She knew that Light was probably a stuck-up pushy person, but she could live with that if she did not push too hard.  And so far, she had not. 

* * * * *

Things were going to be different again today.  Mia and Light were led out of the stable and once again hitched to a vehicle.  This time it was a small wagon, and there was a total of four ponygirls.  When they were led out there were already two ponygirls fastened to the front of the wagon.  There were places for two more ponygirls right in front of them, and these were to be Mia and Light.

In some ways Mia would have liked the order to be reversed so she would get a better chance to watch the other ponygirls, but on the other hand it was nice to be further away from the driver’s whip.  Her thinking was that the bottoms closer to the driver would get more attention.  What kind a fucking world was it were you knew you were going to be whipped but could only work on how to limit it?

Before long they were on their way – to where?  There were a few rough moments at first, but things smoothed quickly.  Light was setting the pace and step (Mia was sure Light liked that).  Mia had no trouble finding the step and pace.  She and Light had spent a week practicing that.  Quickly the ponygirls behind were in step and on the pace. Mia realized that they were probably more experienced and had been put behind to make the adjustment easier.  Mia was sure that Light did not realize this, but that was ok. 

The wagon was not particularly heavy.  It was empty.  But what would happen when it was filled with whatever was going into it?  When they left the ranch, they turned down the valley, the opposite direction from the day before.  The grade was not very severe, but coming back, with whatever load they would have, they would have to deal with the uphill grade.  Mia was sure it was going to look and feel much heavier then.

They were moved to a trot and were quickly smooth.  It seemed that the trot was the main gait for doing things.  A walk was too slow, and a canter would tire them out quickly.  A trot told her that they were going a farther distance.  That meant that the world of ponygirl owning society was larger than Mia had expected.  This was certainly not legal, well, maybe some were voluntary, but Mia was certain that most of the ponygirls were not doing this willingly.  If they were, then there would be no need for all this security.  And volunteers could be dressed in tack for the day’s work and even fully released at night.  Certainly, they did not gain effectiveness from being kept restrained and locked in a stall at night. 

So, just how large was this society?  Maybe it was just a lot of open space here.  Mia saw fields on both sides, but now they were largely cultivated fields.  She did not know what they were growing, she had little knowledge of agriculture, but it was different than the ranch.

Then the terrain changed and started to undulate.  The nature of the surroundings changed to light forest, and it was difficult to see far ahead. They had been trotting for about an hour, so Mia assumed they had gone about 5 or 6 miles. 

When the land leveled off again Mia saw buildings.  There were houses, but the cluster of buildings up ahead spoke town.  How could a wagon pulled by girls, virtually naked, restrained, and held to the wagon, be taken into a town or village?  Someone would certainly see them and ask questions.  And what parent would want their child seeing this? 

But as they came upon the houses and continued to what was clearly a town, Mia saw people moving about.  Some looked up at them but seemed to be looking at nothing out of the ordinary.

This was a small town but a town all the same.  Mia saw some commercial establishments.  They were open and seemed to be engaged in normal commerce.  The ponygirls were brought to a walk.  Mia could see what looked like an open area ahead.  A road left the road they were on at a right angle.  Mia could then see that what looked like a park and a town center.  Typical of a small town it had a gazebo in the center, roads on all four sides and stores on the opposite sides. 

But the shocks were not over.  Mia could see other carts and small wagons with ponygirls hitched to the front.  What she did not see was any motor vehicle.  It appeared that not only were these people not concerned with the concept of ponygirls, it was the norm.  That was a striking revelation.  She had seen that there were at least two ranches with ponygirls, but it was clear that there were more, perhaps many more.

Mia’s team was not turned into the commercial center surrounding the town square.  Instead, they continued just past it and pulled up, instead, at a warehouse.  They were guided to the side and stopped. 

The driver hobbled Light and the back pony on Mia’s side.  She did not hobble the other two ponygirls but where could they go?

The wagon was parked next to what looked like a loading dock on the side of the warehouse.  The driver went inside the warehouse and was gone for a while.  Mia used the time to rest and get her breath back.  She wondered what they were there for.  She was not looking forward to the trip back with a load in the wagon.  She did not know what they were getting.  She hoped it was not heavy.

She heard movement and managed to look at the loading dock.  A strange looking package had been brought out onto the dock.  It was black leather.  It was shaped like a very large tulip, with the petals closed, but with a flat bottom.  The petals were made of leather, black leather, and, at the top where the petals came together, something shaped like a human head stuck up.  Mia was pretty sure it was a female head, because there was a knot of red hair sticking straight up, but the rest was completely enclosed in what looked like a leather hood.  Clearly there was someone inside.  The package moved only a little, but still had movement, this showed that the occupant was alive. Helpless, but alive.

Mia tried to figure out what she was seeing. The occupant could not be standing, yet they were not sitting inside either.  The occupant had to be on her knees.  But why would someone keep that position?  It would be tiring.  It would make more sense for the occupant to just slump down and sit on her legs.

Mia thought back to her capture and transportation – what was it – a little over a week ago?  This looked very much like the transport of another captive.  There was no question that the occupant of the bag was not going anywhere.  Mia, after her experience, was certain that the girl – she was sure it was a girl – was well secured inside.

The girl in the package had not lowered herself at all.  Something was holding her up in there.  Mia could not see what was causing this condition.  Inside the bag the girl was on her knees.  Her ankles and wrists were tied and in fact attached with a short line, but from the bottom of the bag, right at her knees, a pole protruded up along the inside of her thighs and then invaded her sexual opening.  It protruded a good four inches inside her body.  Because it was fastened to her thigh, she had no movement up and down on this thing – this protected her from any injury from having it push too far but did not allow her to escape it.  And she could not escape the constant feel of the device inside her.

She could move a little forward and back, and side to side, but even that was limited by the remainder of her restraints and the horrible bag.  The worst part for Sara, that was the name of the girl in the bag, although Mia had no way of knowing, had been being kept upright stabilized by a rod in her private area.  Sara was certainly no virgin, but this had been an adventure far beyond even her imagination.  To make things worse, after she had been hooded, and while they were fastening her in this bag, someone had rubbed something on her vaginal lips and even up inside her.  Then they had fastened the rod in place, strapping it to her leg and fastening it to the bottom of the leather bag that held her. 

The stability of the petals of the bag kept her from tipping to one side or the other.  She could move her upper body, but not enough to fall over.  She was kept upright and fully plugged.  And as they moved her about, and as she moved within the confines of her bondage she began to itch in a very private place.  The itch made her squirm.  As she squirmed the rod began to work on her.  This was completely unacceptable.  She was becoming aroused.  There was nothing arousing about her situation – well, except for the damn thing moving about inside her – she should not be feeling this way.  But she was. And her need was growing.  The worst part was that even when she decided to give in to the urge she could not get to where she wanted – no, needed – to get. 

She did not know where she was.  She did not know she was on a loading dock out in the open.  She did not know that there was a wagon pulled by four ponygirls within meters of her.  She did not know that she was being loaded in the wagon.  None of that information was available to her.  She just knew that she was tired, she hurt everywhere, and the itch in her crotch and the longing in her loins just would not go away.  And she had no means of fulfilling it.  She cried, but she was fully hooded, and nobody noticed, or if they did, they did not care.

A second bag was brought out of the warehouse, just like the first, and more red hair, and then they were disappeared from sight as they were carried back out of Mia’s field of vision, and from the movement she could feel were placed in the wagon.

So, this was their load.  They were going to carry two captive girls back to the ranch.  Mia was angry.  Mia did not want to be a party to this offensive activity.  She did not want to be used to help transport another captive.  But what could she do?

And this was being done out in the open.  How could they do that? 

Mia heard sounds and sensed motion ahead.  She looked up the road.  There was a cart coming their way.  Hitched to the front and providing its power were two ponygirls.  They wore full tack just like Mia and Light.  Their breasts seemed large, but Mia already knew that the effect of the tight belts around the breasts caused them to protrude.  Mia knew she was presenting the very same look.  She also knew it was not comfortable.  A girl’s assets should not be garroted in that fashion.  They darkened with trapped blood, and they became very sensitive.  It did not help that she had been pierced just behind her nipples and a heavy shackle hung from the piercing.  It had hurt for a couple of days but now it was mostly just irritating. 

The approaching ponies did not look at Mia, or not in a way that caused either head to move from straight ahead.  Did they really ignore her or were they just well trained to avoid punishment.  Mia saw the rider of the cart.  It was a very young-looking woman, really a teen.  She was very small of stature, but in her left hand she held the reins of her two ponies, and in the right was a small but painful looking carriage whip. 

Well, Mia and her partner were not the only ones that were whipped.  It appeared that being whipped was part of the everyday life of a ponygirl.  Just one more part of this new existence that she wanted no part of.  Only she had to figure out how to avoid that end.

With the packages loaded and secured to the wagon, a strong pull on the left rein signaled Mia and the other ponies to make a sharp turn, actually completing a U turn.  It was fortunate that the road was fairly wide, but the turning radius for the wagon and four secured ponygirls was surprisingly small.

They then started the trip back to the ranch.  As they passed the town square Mia could see more pony-pulled conveyances.  What she did not see was a single motor vehicle.  Was this entire place powered by ponygirls?  What about ponyboys.  Mia had not seen any.  This did not mean that they were not in use, but even if they were it seemed that the clear preference in this place was ponygirls.

As expected, the trip back to the ranch was more difficult.  Mia did not think that the added weight of the two girls had made much of a difference, although she did think she could feel it, but the difference in grade, having to now go up grade instead of down was a lot.  She was very glad that there were four ponygirls assigned to this task. 

It was not long before she was really feeling the strain.  They were at a trot, not a fast pace, but enough to make things difficult pulling at the weight of the load.  Mia figured there were three other ponies pulling the wagon, all she had to do was ease off a little – just a little – let the others take more of the load but still look like she was putting everything into it.

Careful not to break the gait or the pace, she eased back.  Just a little.  She could feel the pull from the braces of the wagon relax their pull on her. 

Ok, that felt good.  She would not abuse things; she would only do this for a few minutes to get her breath then she would . . ..

SSSWWOOOSSHHH - - - - - - - - -TTTHHRRACKKK - - - - - - - - EEOOAAGGHHHH

FUCK!  How did the driver know?  And the strike had been perfect, right around her side so that the end of the whip flicked up and caught her right breast.  That was not a training strike.  That was not an encouragement strike.  That was a fucking punishment strike, and it hurt like hell.

Fortunately for Mia, she had immediately pushed her weight back into her task and there had not been another strike.  The message had been sent, it had been delivered, and it had been received and understood.  Malingering was not allowed.  Mia did not know how in the world the girl had figured out what she was doing, and so quickly.  Whatever brief rest she had gotten from the few seconds of reducing her workload was not enough to make up for the pain of that strike.  She did not want to feel that again.

She did her job and put her back into the trot.  She was very happy when they got back to the ranch.  She was a little concerned that her groom – and everyone else – would clearly see the stripe on her breast.  They would know that she had been disobedient, and that she had been punished.  She blushed with shame.

Then she had second thoughts.  Why should she be ashamed of being punished as a ponygirl?  She did not sign up for this.  She did not want to do this.  She should not be embarrassed for resisting these people.  Should she be embarrassed for having been found out so easily, and for them being able to correct her behavior.  She had given in.  She had done what they wanted.  Well of course she did.  What other choice was there?  Anyone who was questioning her, should first have their breast whipped.  Then see if they think they could have taken more of that. 

As much as she hated this place, she was glad they were back, and she could be released from the fucking wagon.

At least she hoped that they were going to be released from the wagon.  It was still morning.  A frustrating part of being a ponygirl is that nobody ever told you what was going to happen.  They were just animals.  But she always talked to her animals.  She always told Pepper (that was her dog at home when she was growing up) what they were going to do.  And Pepper knew because he would get so excited.  Maybe he was just excited to be doing things with her.  She had been devastated when he had died during her second year in high school.  She had been meaning to get a new dog but had not gotten around to it.  She wished now that she had gotten one.  A big mean protective dog that would have been there to help her when they took her.  But she had not, there had not been a dog there to help her.  There had been no one there to help.  And now she was here.  Now she was the animal. 


Chapter 19

Brin was trying to process what had occurred.  She had been surprised the day before when she and Mist were driven to another nearby ranch that also had ponygirls.  It had impacted her escape plan thinking.  Well, it was not much of a plan.  The essence was to get sufficiently loose to be able to run and get as far away as possible.  The entire center of her escape plan – not exactly elegant – was to find someone not involved in this place who would help her.  She could not do much for herself.

The trip to the ranch meant that others were aligned with this practice.  That meant she needed to be careful where she went, if she could get away.  Clearly if she got away from the ranch and turned up looking for help at the place she had just been taken to, she would not be released.  Instead of rescue, it would be recovery, and she would be returned to her captors. And then she would be punished. So, she needed – in addition to an opportunity – more information.  A lot more information.

She had thought this morning would help with that, and it did, but not pleasantly.

In fact, she was still in shock at what she had witnessed.  The beginning was not terrible.  She and Mist were hitched to a wagon with two other ponygirls.  Brin was placed in the pace position, so that was good.  She did not want to be a ponygirl, but so long as she was, she wanted to be recognized as the top.  That had been at the heart of a bit of a test of wills the day before, so in a way she was pleased when today she seemed to be recognized as the lead ponygirl.

But then the trip to town.  As they got close to the town – she was shocked that they were being driven into a town – she saw the sign “Ciudad Potranca”.  It did not mean anything to her.  She did not know it meant Filly City.  It was not a large town, but it had a town square, and what appeared to be a thriving commercial district around it. It had at least a dozen businesses.  They did not actually go into the center of the commercial district, but as they skirted by, it is what Brin saw, that change her assessment. 

She did not have to wonder about being seen.  She and the other three ponygirls hitched to the wagon were not even unique here.  Brin saw carts, wagons and buggies.  All of them were powered ONLY by human ponies.  They may have only been ponygirls, but Brin thought she had seen one team that was male, but their backs were to her so she could not be sure, and her peripheral vision was so limited by her tack that she could not turn her attention and study anything.  It would be in her field of vision, and then it would be gone.  In addition, she had to make sure she focused on what she was doing.  Not that it was difficult, but it had its challenges.  She had to maintain the gait and the pace and ensure that she looked good doing it.  Even with four ponies hitched to the wagon, the driver seemed able to see every fault.  And even though Brin was well placed at the front of the team, the driver could easily reach her with her whip. 

Brin hated being whipped.  Well, who wouldn’t?  It hurt, and it was demeaning.  She had always hated it when a supervisor at work, or a teacher would criticize her.  Especially when it happened in front of others.  The whip was a form of criticism.  It was a painful form of criticism.  The worst part was that Brin almost always recognized what she was being corrected for, and the trainer or driver was correct.  Even if she could talk, which she could not, it would have been hard for her to defend the action that got her whipped.  Her only thought on the subject was that this was an extreme form of correction.  But ponies did not get to make arguments.  Ponies did not have opinions.  Ponies got to obey or feel pain.  Brin had felt the pain and was learning to obey.

But this new revelation of the town, Brin had forgotten its name before she and her team were even home – FUCK, not home, back at the fucking stable – meant that the environment around the ranch accepted what they were doing to her.  She would not be able to find succor with these people.  There were probably a few of the residents that did not think this was right.  There might be a few that would take pity on her or even help her, but it was unlikely that she would stumble on such a person.  What it really meant was that escape was far more complicated than she had surmised.

It was not going to be possible for a ponygirl, naked and restrained in pony tack, to escape from this place by herself.  The ramifications were daunting.  She felt her heart racing and her breathing labored as she felt like she was going to panic. 

No, she needed to get herself under control.  She tried to control her breathing.  She tried to relax her body – not easy when restrained in tight leather tack.  She would like to sit down, but that was not an option for her.  She wanted a drink of water – actually something a lot stronger would be her choice, if she had a choice, which she did not.

What would happen if she had a panic attack?  She had had them before.  Not often, and she did not want others to know, but she had felt herself seized up, she had felt herself unable to move or do anything.  She could curl up in a fetal position, wrap her arms around her legs, turn away from light, and rock back and forth.  After a time, she would get under control and be able to reanimate. 

She could not do any of those things.  She was still hitched to the wagon.  The traces at her side would keep her upright.  The best she could accomplish would be to fall to her knees.  That she knew would be enough to get her whipped.  Normally a panic attack would just take over.  She expected to lose control of her body at any time, but the stripes on her body where she had been whipped that morning – just as correction, not even punishment – were sufficient to keep forefront in her brain that she needed to stay in control.  If she lost control.  If she let the rising panic take control, well, if she let that happen, it was going to get painful.  Very painful.  She needed to avoid that.

Slowly Brin felt her breathing come back into control.  Panic attacks were rare for her, but they were so alien to the way she now viewed herself. Over the last few years, they had become very rare. Certainly, a panic attack was a sign of weakness.  She was not weak.  She was strong.  When she felt a panic attack coming on, she had in recent years been able to either control it or move away to a location where she would not be seen.  She would act as if she were just being aloof.  She would much rather be thought to be rude than weak.  After all, it was not her job to pay attention to other people.  She was the one that they should be paying attention to.  At least that had been her social position prior to this – whatever the fuck this was.

Brin brought her breathing under control just in time.  Two handlers ensured that all four ponies at the wagon were hobbled, released them from the wagon and led them into a nearby corral. 

Brin had seen this corral on a number of occasions, and it often had ponygirls inside, but she had not yet been in.  It was similar to the corral at the other ranch that she and Mist had spent some time in.  That had been a terrible experience.  She had essentially been challenged by the ponygirl who seemed to believe she was the queen.  Well, she might be the queen at that ranch, but Brin was not going to cave in to her.  And she did not.

Luckly, they had not spent very long there, and it had not become necessary for Brin to defend her position.  She was not sure how ponygirls fought.  They had no use of arms.  They could certainly kick, if not hobbled, which was most of the time, but other than that what?  With the bit in your mouth, you could not bite or even use verbal assaults.  That would only be embarrassing.  So that was out.  It would have to be pushing and shoving.  Ponygirls had strong legs and it would not be hard to lower a shoulder and ram another pony.  With ankles hobbled and arms tightly restrained it would not be hard to knock a competitor off balance.   Could that be it.  It would certainly be embarrassing for another ponygirl to knock you off your feet.  Brin would have hated that, but the challenge had not happened.  And fortunately, Mist had seemed to back Brin.  She seemed to accept Brin’s authority.  That was good.

There were already four or five other ponygirls in the corral.  Would this be another challenge of authority?  Was there another who felt she was the leader of this stable?  Certainly, there would be one somewhere.  Was she in this corral now?  Was the test about to start?  Brin was still recovering from her almost panic attack.  She did not know if she was ready for a new test of wills, but she knew if it came, she needed to be ready.  If she submitted to another, if she let another ponygirl show dominance over her then it was highly unlikely that she would be able to come back from that.  Once the relationship is set, it tends to stay.  She would not be able to get the others to accept her as the leader if she had allowed the dominance of another over her. 

She stiffened her back, thrusting her breasts forward and moved with a crisp step into the corral.  She hated that her step was limited by the hobble.  It was hard to look very precise with such a limitation, but she did her best.  The most important part was holding her head up.

It was not a great distance to the other ponygirls, but they had all turned and were looking at her now.  Mist had fallen in just behind and to her left.  The other ponygirls from the wagon were behind her.  That made Brin the leader.  She was very happy that Mist had seemed to accept her role.  At least she did not have a challenge there.

But when she was almost to the new ponies, she overstepped.  Not far.  Just a slight oversteps, but with her ankles hobbled, it was enough.  She stumbled.   She almost lost her balance.  She had to shuffle her feet to catch herself.  Fortunately, she did not fall.  With arms restrained falling was always a bad thing.  You could not break your fall, so it hurt, and it was terribly humiliating. 

After shuffling she caught herself and came to a stop.  The other ponies were still looking at her.  She looked back and forth at the three that were near her.  Two of them shrugged and turned away.  Not in a snub, just in a loss of interest.  This was bad.  This was very bad.  She had blown her entrance.  She had to do something.

Brin turned to the side and moved to the edge of the corral.  She inspected the fencing.  It was a slat fence about five feet high.  The wood went right to the ground level.  It would not be a hard fence to climb.  Well, not hard for a person.  There was no way that a restrained and hobbled ponygirl could climb this fence.  There was not really any way that a restrained, even a not hobbled ponygirl could get over it.  That might have some possibility, but the possibility was academic as all the ponies in the corral were hobbled.

Brin then moved along the fence line.  She inspected every part of it.  She wanted to see if there was a weak place.  Maybe some part that if subjected to pressure might fail.  There was not. 

When she got to the place where she entered, she looked at the gate.  It was hinged on the outside and closed with a latch at the top on the back side.  Because the gate was only five feet high – just like the fence – a person on the inside could easily control the latch from inside or out.  Not so, a restrained pony.  The latch looked solid.  Pushing at the gate was not likely to open the gate.  The ponies in the corral were not leaving without assistance from a person.

After her complete inspection of the perimeter, Brin returned to the ponies.  Apparently intrigued by her action several were watching her.  One in particular seemed older than the rest.  Not many years, but at least a few years.  She must be in her mid to late twenties.  To Brin that was older.  This girl stood watching Brin.

Brin moved up in front of her.  She was tall, although everyone looked tall in the ponyboots.  She stood erect with her back slightly arched from the pony harness.  Even though the position was pretty much forced by the harness, this girl seemed comfortable in it.  During the week or so, Brin had been in training, she had been surrounded by other ponygirls, but she had not really had much of a chance to examine them.  She and her partner were together almost all of the time, but they were restrained side by side almost all of the time.  This was her first time really standing face to face with another ponygirl where she was able to move around and make a good inspection. 

She could see that the girl was fit.  She had large breasts that stood firmly forward.  Brin did not know how much of this was a result of the harness that provided a little support to the bottom of the breast but included tight straps at the root of the breast causing them to swell.  Each breast had the U-shaped shackle surrounding the areola that seemed common to ponygirls.  Brin had the same thing.  She had spent a lot of time in her stall helplessly looking at her own enhancements.  She had wanted to touch them but had never had the use of her arms to do so.  The shackles on this girl’s breasts looked identical to those on Brin.  They were not decorative.  Just looking at them let you know that they were utilitarian.  They were deeply imbedded in the breast flesh and of heavy construction.  Brin had been very aware of them during the first days after installation but had started to notice them less.  Looking at them on this girl caused Brin’s nipples to twinge.  The shackles were not used often, but when they were they were very controlling.

Brin knew that the girl had a similar shackle in her most sensitive part.  Brin glanced down to confirm but did not hold her gaze.  Just a quick look to make sure it was there – it was – then back up. Staring at another girl’s crotch, even a ponygirl, seemed unseemly.

The girl was fully bridled.  Brin knew the bridle from wearing it but there were no mirrors at the ranch, so she had never been able to really examine how she looked in it.  She knew that she hated it.  But here it was right in front of her on another creature.  There was a band around the head above the eyes.  At the front a single strap came down to the bridge of the nose.  There it separated into two straps one to each side of the nose ending in rings at the corners of the mouth.  These rings were the mounting point for the bit.  Straps went down from the rings and buckled into the collar of the harness. Another strap from the rings encircled the back of the head and buckled there. This kept the rings back and the bit well embedded in the mouth. 

Brin could not see the details of the bit in the girl’s mouth.  She knew from her own, that it had a plate, or brank, that fastened over a bead that had been inserted in the tongue.  This kept the bit in place but also completely denied any use of the tongue.  That was enough to deprive the wearer of speech, a bar across the top of the plate extended from the sides of the mouth, through the side rings and had short bars to which the reins could be attached.  On the inside of the mouth another piece on top of the bar would rotate up when the reins were pulled.  This pushed against the roof of the mouth while the brank was pushed down.  It was at the minimum irritating and could be painful.  Ponies learned to really hate drivers with a heavy hand.

The final insult in the face of the girl was the short cable ring extending from each nostril and hanging over the top of her upper lip.  This might be the worst thing they had done to Brin’s body.  The damn thing irritated her sinuses.  For days she had involuntarily pulled at her arms to try to reach it just to get any relief.  She wrinkled her nose; she shook her head.  Nothing helped.  But worst of all is that any pressure applied to this thing hurt beyond belief.  When a line was attached to this horror Brin’s stomach would lurch.  As she looked at the thing in the face of the girl – she could not see, only feel, her own – she felt an immediate kinship.  This thing was the ultimate control device.  With this thing in place even a small child could control a full size ponygirl.  There was just no fighting back against this thing.

Brin tried to clear her head.  She could not talk, but could she communicate with this girl?  The level of control over the ponies was so extreme.  Only if they could figure out how to work together could they get out of here.

Brin reached out with her hoof boot and scratched ESC into the dust.

The ponygirl looked down at it, looked up at Brin, then using her hoof boot she scraped through the writing.  Then she turned around so that her back and her armbinder was to Brin.  She moved her arms up and down making the binder ripple a little.  Then she turned back, looked at Brin and shrugged. 

Brin knew well the construction of the armbinder.  She had worn the damn thing now for over a week.  She had tried everything she could think of to try to get it off.  It was just not possible.  The internal structure held her arms parallel across her back.  There was a strap that encircled her wrists and held them up against a bar that joined her elbows.  That strap could not be reached by the wearer, but it might be possible for two individuals so restrained to help each other.  The problem was the leather binder that then covered the bindings.  The binder did provide some additional restraint to her arms, but mostly it encased the wearer’s hands well within the confines of her bondage.  As Brin could see, looking at the girl’s restraints and flexing her arms to feel her own, the wearer could not use her hands.  She could not even use a finger.  No part of her hands or arms was available to help another.  By virtue of the harness each ponygirl was rendered a helpless animal.  This girl, Brin did not know how long she had been a ponygirl, but from the look of her sleek lines it may have been a long time, knew well.  She had long ago given up hope of release.  She had a message for Brin. The message was clear.  There was no escape.  Brin did not know how long this girl had been held like this, but she had not been able to come up with any plan for escape.  And this was the likely future for Brin, and her partner.

The girl had turned away from Brin.  Brin turned and looked at her partner.  She had been literally joined at the hip with this girl for the last week of training.  But she had had little opportunity to really look at her.  The harness made it very difficult to turn one’s head, and the blinders on the bridle meant you could sense the pony next to you, but not see her.

Likewise, when they were not hitched to a cart they were held by their reins – or worse, the hateful nose cable – to something in front of them.  It was possible under this arrangement to move close to tether point and turn and look, but that was difficult, and if observed would result in a whip strike to your bottom.  Brin, although curious about her partner, did not like being whipped and had learned to stand looking at whatever was in front of her.  She hated it.  It was boring, it was demeaning, but it was a necessary element of her condition.

Now, her partner was right there.  There was nothing keeping her from a close inspection.  She already knew that she and Mist looked a lot alike.  She had heard that, and she had caught enough looks to agree with it, but now, looking at the face and body before her.  Well . . . it was like looking in a mirror.  Who was this girl?  Brin did not even know her name, at least her real name.  She knew the name that had been given to her as a ponygirl.  It was tattooed across the top of her breast and on her buttocks.  Brin had the same thing.  But her name was no more First Light than this girl’s real name was Evening Mist.  Did Brin have a twin that she did not know about?  If only she could talk to her.  What was her birthday?  Who was her mother?  Brin needed a good conversation with her own mother.  She needed a conversation with someone, but conversations were something else they had taken away from her. 

But as she looked at this person.  Her partner.  She was sure that this was her sister.  She did not know how it had happened.  All she knew was that the person she was looking at had to be her sister.  That meant that she needed to look out for her.  That meant that she and her were bonded.  They were bonded in a special way, and Brin was going to do everything she could to help and protect her sister.  Someday she was going to get a chance to talk to her.  At that time, they would work out what happened, but until then it did not matter.  She was certain that this was her sister, and she was going to think of her that way.


Chapter 20

The training routine continued.  Mia hardly paid attention anymore.  They would have her up at, or even before, first light – not her partner First Light, the actual one that happened in nature – she laughed at her thought.  They would be washed, cleansed (mucked) – Mia still hated that – and made ready for training.  Most of the training was under the control of the younger girl.  Mia had been unsure why such a young girl would be assigned as their ‘trainer’, but she seemed to know what she was doing, and, by the way, she could wield a mean whip.  Mia did what she wanted.  There was an older woman present a lot, and occasionally, like the trip to the other ranch, she would drive them.

Most training was learning to pull different types of conveyances at the primary gaits.  These were the walk, trot, and canter.  Walking was difficult because it needed to be precise with legs lifted with each step.  Trot was the easiest because while posture was still important it was not as important, and the pace of the gait was not too taxing.  Canter was important because it was used to cover distance with speed.  There was also the gallop, but that was not often used.  It was clear that part of their job was to move things over larger distances.  They were to do it efficiently, at a reasonable speed, and look good while doing it.  That meant spending a lot of time at a canter or trot.  It seemed that each day the length of time at the canter was being extended.  They could trot for a very long time, but a canter was a challenge.  After about 10 or 20 minutes she could really feel it.  She did not know the time for sure.  While her trainer had a watch, there were no clocks for the ponies to see.  So, they would hold at a canter until the trainer decided it was time to rest.

She hated that it was the trainer who would decide, and she would not let them drop the gait until she had extracted almost everything that Mia and her partner had.  This also meant that when Mia thought she had given all that she had, the trainer still wanted more.  And the trainer had the perfect device for getting more.  The trainer always knew how to get that extra amount of energy.  A little adrenaline created by a well-placed strike of the whip to the buttocks or thighs would always do the trick.

Mia decided that this was unavoidable, but she did not like having it come when she was so exhausted.  The trainer would whip her (and her partner) and then work them for another 5 to 10 minutes before letting them rest.  Mia had enough of being exhausted.  She decided that before she got to that stage she would act as if she were there.

They had been at a canter for what seemed like 15 minutes.  Mia could keep going, but she did not want to.   It was time to implement her new plan.

She started to huff, she started to slouch, she tried to put on all the signs of being about to fail. She could feel the pace from her partner.  Light was not having any trouble, but she needed to convey that she was done.  She would still get whipped, but it would come quicker, and she would be able to finish up the post whipping activity with more in the tank.  She was smiling to herself.

SSWWOOSSHHH - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKKK - - - - - EEEOOAAGGHHHH

What the fuck?  The strike had circled around her body and lashed across her right breasts.  That fucking hurt.

SSSWWWWIISSSS - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKKK - - - - - AAOOEEEAAGGHHH

Again, now on her left breast, coming around from the other side. The trainer’s mastery of the whip was scary.  She could hit anything.  But she was not supposed to whip the breasts. That was so much more painful than across her bottom.   This was not the extra push to get the adrenaline flowing and to get her through the “wall”.  Those were plain and simple punishment strokes.  The trainer knew what was happening.  She had been right on top of it.  Mia had been malingering.  Malingering was always punished.  Mia had tried to sneak it by.  She thought she could pull it off.  She could not.  She was caught, and she was punished.  It seemed that these trainers knew every sign given off by the body.  They were experts in ponygirls, and as much as a ponygirl could try to get away with something, the ponygirl’s body would give her away.  Apparently, Mia’s body had just given her away.  Not only were they still going, but Mia was now in trouble.  She worried that there would be more punishment later.

They did not stop in five minutes.  They did not stop in ten minutes.  In fact, it was closer to fifteen – well, Mia did not have a watch, so she could not tell for sure, but she was pretty sure it had gone on that long.  It was only then that Mia started to fail for real.  And it was then that the encouragement stroke was delivered to her bottom to take her on.  In the end she had not shortened the time, maybe even increased it.  She had not reduced her pain; she had increased it.  And she had been punished.  She had been punished before, and being whipped across the breasts was painful and clear punishment.  It also marked her as having been punished.  If they got corral time – which she had come to really look forward to – the other ponies would all see that she had been punished.  Some would give her an understanding look, others would smirk – at least that is what it looked like to Mia.  Facial expressions of a bitted pony were something new, they were real, and Mia was learning them, at least she thought she was, but without conversation to go with them it was hard to tell for sure.

And at the end of the day, her groom would also know she had been punished.  Sometimes the groom was good about that. Sometimes she showed sympathy and caring.  Mia was so dependent upon her groom.  It was her groom who soothed her at the end of the day.  It was her groom who massaged her muscles and rubbed ointment into her whip marks.  That felt so good and helped so much.  Her groom talked to her.  Not with her, only to her, but it helped.  It was also her groom’s touch at the end of the day that could address the sexual frustration that Mia felt. But Mia never knew if it was going to be a satisfying release or just edging.  She knew that the latter was a form of punishment.  She was never sure if the groom decided to punish her that way or was directed to do it.  She did know that it was pretty horrible and when she was returned to her stall horny and frustrated, she was willing to do anything to keep that from happening again.

Her groom was supportive.  However, if her groom thought she had not worked hard.  She would be chided. She would be told how disappointed she was. “Someone was a naughty pony today.” That hurt almost as much as the whip strikes.  She did not want her groom to be disappointed in her.  She would know that she would not receive any satisfaction.  She hoped there would not be teasing, but clearly no joy.  She did not know why the groom should care, but she did.  For some reason her groom seemed invested in her being a good successful ponygirl.  And Mia found herself wanting to make her groom happy.  Her groom was not the only one.  She also cared about what her trainer thought.   One of the biggest problems with the way she felt right now was that she had disappointed her trainer.  Worse, she had tried to trick her trainer.  It had not worked, she had been caught, she had been punished, but it was the attempted betrayal that she had engaged in that was making her feel really bad.  She needed her trainer to trust her.  This did not help her.  She had acted in an untrustworthy fashion.  That hurt.

Her trainer knew what she was doing.  Mia needed to learn.  She needed to trust her trainer.  The trainer would get her to where she needed to be.  She would make her a good ponygirl.  She was now a ponygirl.  She may not have wanted to be a ponygirl, but that was behind her.  Now she was a ponygirl and she needed to be a good ponygirl.  She knew that she and her partner were unique because they looked so much alike.  But that was not going to be enough to make them successful.  Mia was not sure what it was that they were going to be doing, but she wanted to be good at whatever it was.  She had always tried to achieve when she did things. She wished someone would sit down with her and tell her what her future path was.  It would help to know.  It made no sense that nothing was done to inform her.  She had to learn from doing, with, of course, the encouragement of the whip. 

That was a funny thought.  Before she got here, she would never have imagined herself being whipped.  That was not something that would happen to her.  In fact, it did not even occur to her that whipping was a method of training. That was something from a different age. The world she had come from did not allow that to happen.  It was not humane, and it was not an effective means of getting performance.  Well, that was what she had believed.  The truth is that it is a very effective way of getting performance.  And whether it was used for encouragement of punishment, it was effective.  It was very effective.  She was afraid of the whip, and she was encouraged by it when it was properly used.  It had only been a couple of weeks that she had been a ponygirl – was it two?  Was it more? – she did not know for sure.  But it had been long enough that somehow the whip was just a part of her life. 

* * * * *

Brin was surprised when Mist seemed to be failing.  They had not been at a canter for long enough to justify that.  Brin was setting a reasonable pace for the gait.  The trainer seemed happy with it.  They had worked up and down over the last few days and this pace seemed to be a good one.  Brin knew she could keep it for a very long time.  She clearly expected Mist to stay with her.  So, what was happening?

SSWWOOSSHHH - - - - - TTTHHHRRRACKKKK - - - - - EEEOOAAGGHHHH

Immediately followed by:

SSSWWWWIISSSS - - - - - CCCRRRACCKKKK - - - - - AAOOEEEAAGGHHH

Brin was happy that that had not been on her.  The combination of her bridle, tack, and the blinkers at the sides of her head prevented her from seeing her partner when they were working, even though they were literally joined at the hip.  But she could tell from the sound – her hearing was getting better and better with the limitations of her other senses – that the strikes had not been on Mist’s bottom or thighs.  It was clearly higher, and the pitch of her verbal response communicated that it had been painful.

Brin knew that those had been punishment strikes.  And, well deserved.  That little minx had tried to pull a fast one.  She was not really at her end.  She was trying to get them to take a break when it was not really needed. 

It is hard to smile with a bit in your mouth, but she managed a little smile.  She may not like being a ponygirl, but she did not want her partner flaking out.  That was not acceptable.  She was willing to work hard.  She was not sure why, but she was willing to do so.  But it made no sense for her to work hard if her partner was going to play games.

But why did she want to work hard?  Did Mist have the right idea?   No, she did not.  First of all, it was clear that she had not gotten away with it.  She had been caught and she had been punished.  Brin did not want that.  She did not know how much rebellion was necessary to find yourself locked over the punishment frame in the stable and being caned.  That had been one of the scariest things that she had ever seen.  She did not want to be that girl, and so long as she was stuck in this place, that was not going to be her.

But there was more to it.  She had always tried to do things well.  Even in school, when many of her friends did not take classes seriously, she did not like the idea of getting poor grades.  She wanted to show everyone that she was smart.  And fortunately for her it did not take that much work for her to excel.  She was smart, and she knew it.  She was able to get good grades without a lot of work, but it did take some effort, and she knew how to subtly flirt with her teachers.  That was always worth a little extra edge.  She had learned the art of flirtation without being slutty.  But that technique required control over her body and voice. 

She would love to be able to use those skills here, but she had no use of her arms.  She really hated that.  She was not able to freely move her body, the harness put limitations on that.  And she was not allowed to speak.  The bit made speech almost impossible, and the threat of the cane removed any incentive to try.  Add to that the effect of the bridle on her ability to even make facial expressions.  Her body was not really hers to control.  They had taken away most of what made her Brin.  She understood that this undercut her self-recognition.  They wanted her to become a ponygirl.  That was not a human, but some type of hybrid creature.  She needed to be equine in many ways, all the ways that you could make a human into such a creature they would do.  They had done it.

When they were out on the track, and she was pulling the cart she felt like a beast of burden.  Sometimes when she was walking and raising her legs with each step it was more the performance of a human, and she grabbed on to that.  She had done drill teams and dance performances.  She told herself that was all this is.  It was a performance.  But then she would be in her stall – yes, she now considered it her stall.  She did not have her arms or hands returned to her.  She had to eat by pushing her head into the trough.  She had to drink in the same way.  She slept on the ground in the hay.  She was more animal than human when she was in the stall.

She did have her bridle and bit removed.  That meant she could speak.  Not to any of the grooms or staff.  If they heard her try to speak, she would be punished, immediately.  She had been told not to speak.  She had tried but never got more than a word or two out before feeling the pain.  On a couple of occasions, she had looked at her groom letting her know that she wanted – no, that she was dying – to speak.   The groom knew.  It was clear that she did.  She held a finger up to Brin’s mouth.  “You don’t want to be punished.  I don’t want to see that bottom crisscrossed with cane marks.”  Brin had suddenly felt cold. That was not just a threat, because Brin knew it could happen.  She did not know if the groom could, or would, make it happen, but she had seen the girl caned.  That had been life changing.  She had not wanted to see it again, but it had happened another time. Just a few days ago. She was terrified.  She did not want to watch, but she could not help but do so.  She was not sure how many strokes had been delivered.  She had been too shocked to count.  But it went on for what seemed like forever, and the thighs and buttock of the poor ponygirl looked like raw hamburger when it was done.  

Brin did not normally empathize with others.  She had always believed that most people deserved what happened to them, after all it was her that mattered.  But something had changed during the few weeks she had been here.  She had tried to exert herself as the queen ponygirl, but even to the extent that she was certainly high in the pecking order, it was the pecking order of ponygirls.  And ponygirls were little more than slaves.  Maybe they were less than slaves.  Weren’t slaves actually people?  As a ponygirl she was treated like an animal.  That created a stronger feeling of identity to her fellow creatures than Brin ever remembered experiencing. 

She still did not know what either of the ponygirls had done to be caned.  Just two weeks and there had been two canings.  She really needed to know more.  She did not see either ponygirl after they were caned.  She did not know where they were taken, but that was also terrifying.  No, she had to avoid being caned.  That was just not something she could have happened to her.


Chapter 21

Mia now recognized that she was a ponygirl.  She was not sure she was ready to accept that this was her future, but she knew and understood that it would be at least her foreseeable future.

Parts of this life were ok.  In fact, she enjoyed parts of being a ponygirl.  The ponyboots were surprisingly comfortable, and they enhanced her ability to prance, trot, and run.  They had just enough spring in them, that once she knew how to use them, they clearly made it easier.

She was proud of the way she looked in her pony tack.  She had gotten past the embarrassment of being all but naked, in fact beyond naked because her body was accentuated by her tack.  She knew that her breasts were propelled forward, and that they looked amazing.  She was in good – no, great – shape.  She had always stayed fairly fit, but not like now.  She was worked hard every day, and her diet was carefully controlled.  She was not out partying late at night.  They made sure she had plenty of time to sleep, at least after the first few days.

Those aspects of being a ponygirl were not bad, she enjoyed them.  But she was not just a ponygirl during the day.  This was not just a job.  If it were just a job, she would be great with it.  Well, it is unlikely she would have volunteered, but it would have been ok, and she would be proud of what she was doing.  But being a ponygirl was not part time.  It did not end at the end of the workday.  She did not strip off her pony persona, remove her outfit and become a human again.  She was kept as an animal.  And that part, she did not like.  She did not like it at all – well maybe the part when she finished her day, and her groom massaged all her muscles and then moved to sexual stimulation and fulfillment.  She had to admit that she liked that.   She had had the best orgasms of her life as a pony.  That thought was slightly embarrassing, but it was the truth.

In her prior life there had been sexual stimulation at the end of the day, if she wanted it.  First, she could go to a club and probably find someone who was more than willing (if not always competent) to help her with sexual frustration.  And, if that did not work, she was more than capable of bringing herself to satisfaction.  But that was for a creature who had hands.  Ponygirls did not have hands. Unbelievably, that was something that she had become accustomed to. She could not believe how quickly humans – yes, she still thought of herself as one – adjusted to things.  She had been over two weeks without the use of her arms.  She could move without them for balance.  She could sit down in her stall, get up, get to her feeding trough, get on her feet and walk, trot, canter and run without arms.  But what she could not do was touch herself in the places necessary for satisfaction. 

And, to make things worse, she was horny as hell.  Almost all of the time she was horny.  She knew that it was to some degree the fact that she knew she could not touch herself.  Part of it was the damn plug in her back passage which held her tail and moved around when she walked.  A big part of it was the thing that they stuffed in her front passage and held in place with her tack.  This intruder moved around when she walked.  She was not used to having things stuffed in that part of her body for long periods of time.  And being unable to at least touch it was disconcerting.  But she also wondered if they were feeding her something that also increased her libido.  She had discussed this with the girl in the stall next to her.  That ponies could not talk was a bit of a fiction.  They were told that they were not to speak.  During training they were bitted, and it was all but impossible to talk with the bit in your mouth.  In addition, any attempt to talk to a trainer, driver or groom would lead to swift and painful punishment.

But when the ponies were alone in their stalls they were not bitted.  When they were alone in their stalls, they talked.  Not loudly.  They talked between themselves in low tones.  Mia was all but certain that the trainers knew that the ponies talked but were willing to look the other way so long as they were careful not to speak loudly or do it in front of non-pony staff. 

Mia did not know what would happen if they were officially caught.  Being whipped had become a part of her new life.  She did not like being whipped.  She accepted the use of the whip during training, and in order to get the best from her performance.  Wait.  Did she really accept this?  Well, she did not like it, but she at least understood it.  She did not really mind when she was getting tired, and the driver would use the whip to get her adrenaline flowing.  She wished there was a better way, but that did work.  She thought she was ok with that.  Or had she just become adjusted to it?  Didn’t really matter.  She was actually ok with that – not that that mattered.  There was nothing she could do about it.  It would happen whether she was ok with it or not.

She did not like it when she was whipped for punishment.  The day before was a great example of that.  It had really been her own fault, she had tried to pull one over on the trainer, she got caught, and she got her breasts whipped.  That really hurt, and she had been completely humiliated by it.  The humiliation hurt almost as much as the whip.  But again.  It did not matter if she accepted such treatment.  If ponygirl was a job, she would probably say use of the whip for encouragement, ok, she would put up with that.  But punishment whipping was a no go.  But this was not the kind of job you could quit.  This was not even the kind of job you could complain about.  She had been made an animal and was treated like a domestic animal.  They didn’t just tell her when she did something wrong.  No, she was treated as all she could understand was pain, and the fear of pain.

Well, the fear worked.  She had experienced being whipped, but she had not been caned.  Although she had seen it happen – twice now.  And, worst of all, the punishment frame where the victims were secured and caned was only a short distance from her stall.  She had a front row seat for the thing she did not want to see. 

The first time it had happened she had, at first, been curious.  Then she had been traumatized.  She did not know how much it was hurting the recipient, but she was convinced that it hurt a lot.  The sound of the cane whistling through the air was almost enough to take away Mia’s breath.  The sound of it impacting with the soft flesh of the poor girl strapped to the frame, combined with the screams, and the visual impact.  She did not want to look.  But she could not help herself.  She saw the cane slicing through the air.  She saw it make contact with the soft flesh of the girl.  The flesh yielded to the strike with the cane almost disappearing, but then springing back as the cane withdrew and moved up and away.  The flesh surrounding the area of the strike would ripple.  Initially it turned white, then red, soon bright red. 

To Mia’s horror, the next slash of the cane was not immediate.  It was clear that this person knew exactly what they were doing.  She waited for the brain to register the insult to the flesh and the scream of pain to erupt.  Sometimes it was 10 or 15 seconds.  Somethings it was as long as a minute.  But there was a pause, always a pause.  Mia could not really see the face of the poor girl, but she could hear the sobs emanating from her. 

After only a few strikes of the cane Mia felt traumatized.  She thought she was going to pass out.  She could not look at this anymore.  It was right there.  It was right in front of her, only a few feet away.  That was too close – anywhere was too close for this.  But she could not pull back.  She could not stop watching.  It was too much.

She thought she was going to throw up.  Somehow, she did not, but her stomach clenched.  Long after the girl was removed and taken away, she was still sick.  She got to her feet and made it to the door of her stall.  She looked up and down the corridor.  She saw nobody.  She looked at the frame just sitting there.  It was a sinister implement of torture.  It was so close.  If she had arms, she could almost reach out and touch it.  For the first time in her transformation, she was glad she did not have use of her arms.

Mia did not know what the girl had done to be caned.  Echo, her neighbor, did not seem to know either and did not want to talk about it.  Even though this was an experienced ponygirl, caning was not a topic of conversation that she wanted to engage in.

The second caning had happened the very next week.  That was too many times, way too often.  There were a lot of ponygirls here, but a caning every week.  Mia did not like what that foretold.

And, while the girl the week before had been rather stoic, not so this one.  Mia could hear the commotion as the girl was being led down the corridor.   The very placement of the punishment rack required that the victim be brought the entire length of the stable. 

The girl was not in full pony tack, but the position of her arms pulled back behind her suggested that she was, in fact, a ponygirl.  She was shaking her head and whining.  She was being led by a line that split into clips fastened to the shackles in her breasts.  Mia did not care for this enhancement to her own person.  She had no issue with the concept of rings in the nipples, but these things were large, and she had always thought designed for a functional purpose.  This was one of those purposes.  To control and lead this girl – not that they did not have many more ways to do so, there was something controlling and demeaning about this method. 

The girl was pulling back, but she was limited in that action by what her flesh could endure.  This was certainly not as painful as the line through the nasal passage, but it was still painful, and the shackles were so deeply set that there was no way to resist.  The girl would stop and stiffen, then the woman leading her by her breasts would pull on the line and the girl would gasp and move forward. 

It was clear that the girl knew where she was being taken and what was about to happen.  Mia wondered if this girl had ever had this punishment visited on her before.  The way she was resisting seemed to show more than casual familiarity.  Mia’s stomach roiled.

As Mia stood at the door to her stall, only a few feet away from what was happening, she watched as the girl was bent over the center bar of the frame.  It was lightly padded, perhaps to not divert from the real intended point of pain.  Her upper body was pulled over the top of the bar, the line to her now probably very tender breasts, fastened to a ring on the ground below.

Her upper body was secured in place by a belt pulled across her waist below her secured arms.  Her feet, although hobbled, were pulled apart to the length of the hobble line by lines fasted to the outside of each cuff.  Her ankles were not in ponyboots, but each was held in a cuff.

The girl was completely secured and pulled forward; her bottom and thighs were exposed.  There was no way for her to move.  There was no place for her to go.  There was no opportunity for her to do anything to protect her exposed flesh – which as almost all of her.

Her arms were held firmly across her back.  Mia was able to get a good look at the arm restraint.  She had not been able to see her own, she could only probe it with her fingers.  She had also not been able to examine it on the other ponies because when she was with them, they were always in pony tack, which included the leather armbinder that covered both the arms and the restraint system below.

Was this an opportunity?  As those before her got ready for their ghastly ritual, she moved her attention only to the arm restraint.  She saw that at each upper arm, just above the elbow there was a cuff.  It looked smooth.  She could not see how it closed and fastened.  She could not see anything on the right arm which was only a few feet away.  She looked across to the left arm.  She could see on the inside of the cuff, near the bar that joined it to the other cuff, there was a hole.  Her eyes were quite good.  She knew what she was seeing.  It was for an Allen wrench.  That was not encouraging.  She could not see, from where she was, the design of the wrench.  She did know that they could be in many different configurations for security.  I appeared that the only way to remove the arm cuffs was with a special tool.  That was as bad as a lock.

The two cuffs were joined by a narrow but flat bar.  It was only about an inch wide, but it extended all the way between the arms.  It was clearly a part of the construction, so that was not a weakness.  On the side against the back, it bent up a little. This prevented the edge from doing any damage to the pony’s back, although when training and doing anything strenuous, it would be covered by the leather of the arm binder. 

The wrists were folded up against this bar.  At the wrists, which overlapped right in the middle of the back, a wide strap enclosed them.  The strap was pulled up through a slot in the bar.  There was something on top of the bar that held the strap in place.  Looking at the side near her, Mia could see a button protruding from a small metal piece.  The button was facing out toward her.  It looked like there was one on the other side of the metal piece.  They were about four inches apart, and the belt passed right through the metal piece.  Mia finally understood how it worked.  The belt was fed through a slot that then passed it through a friction buckle.  It could be pulled tight but not loosened.  In order to release the tension on the belt BOTH buttons would need to be pushed at the same time.  This task was impossible for the wearer of the restraint, and all but impossible for two similarly restrained individuals, even working together. 

The belt was not terribly tight, but it did not need to be.  The cuffs on the arms were also not very tight.  Again, they did not need to be.  The configuration of the restraint meant that escape was impossible without help.  Well, Mia already knew that from her own experimentation.  Now she could see why.  She could see all the whys of this thing that held her and all the other ponygirls.

Mia’s attention was pulled away from her inspection.  The girl was fully secured, and the punishment was about to begin.  Mia did not want to see this. It was like just standing there and watching, made her a party to what was about to happen.  She wanted to try to stop it, but she could not.  She was close, so close, but she was restrained.  She was behind the closed door of her stall, granted it only came to her chest, but there was no way to get over it.  And even if she could get out, she had no way to stop what was going to happen.

She wanted to protest this activity.  She did not know why this girl was here.  She did not know why this girl was to be punished, but she had seen a caning before, and she knew it was wrong.  It was a terrible punishment.  There is nothing this girl could have done that deserved this. 

If her protestations could have stopped what was to happen – well, she was sure they could not, so that was moot – she might have done something.  At least that is what she told herself.  All she would do is find herself in the same position.  She did not know what it looked like from the other stalls in the stable, but she was right there.  She could not just see it; she could hear it and even smell it.  As bad as she felt for this girl, she was not willing to take her place.

SSSWWOOOSSSHHH - - - - - - - - CCCCRRRACKKKK - - - - - - - - OOOHHAAAEEEAOOO

Mia felt her entire body lurch with the strike.  The girl stiffened; her head came back.  She screamed around the gag in her mouth.  She may have been waiting for this to happen, but no amount of preparation could get you ready for that.

Time crawled as nothing happened.

SSSSWWWIIISSSHHH - - - - - - - - -TTTHRRRAAACKKKKK - - - - - - - - EEEOOAAAAGGHH

There were now two lines crossing the otherwise white globes of the girl’s bottom.  They were only about an inch apart, and to Mia’s amazement they were almost perfectly aligned.  It spoke to the skill of the woman wielding the cane.  The cane was about three feet long.  It was very flexible and about the diameter of Mia’s index finger, (Mia had small hands so that was not huge.) 

The woman waited.  She swished it back and forth.   Mia was so close that she took a step back.  She did not want to be hit by mistake.  Then she almost fainted.  The woman turned and looked at her.  Mia thought the eyes were burning into her.  She felt her body freeze.  She did not want this woman looking at her.  She did not want this woman to even know she was alive.  She wanted nothing to do with this woman – nothing at all.

The woman nodded to Mia, smiled, then turned her attention back to her task.

Mia did not move forward.  She stayed where she was, a good two feet back from the stall door. She really wanted to move even further away, but she was afraid any movement would attract the attention of the woman.  She did not want that.  She could not have that.

The woman returned to her task.  The girl continued to scream, moan, and make strange noises.  The cane rose and fell.  Red lines appeared on the thighs and buttocks of the girl.  With each stroke she struggled and pulled at her restraints.  Her hands opened and closed.  They jerked and pulled at her restraints.  That gained her nothing.  She bobbed her body up and down.  She pulled at the lines tethering her to the floor.  Her breasts elongated under her with her efforts.  How much pressure would it take to pull one of those shackles free?  Clearly more than the girl could exert.  Lesson learned.  The fucking breast shackles were not coming free.

After a time, Mia was not sure how many strokes, the girl stopped struggling.  She sobbed and cried, but she lay over the bar, almost motionless. 

The woman moved closer, bent forward and inspected her work.  She ran her hand over the bottom of the girl.  This elicited small cries.  Then she rose.  But to Mia’s horror, she did not turn and leave.  She stepped forward to Mia’s stall door and looked inside.  Mia was only a few feet from her.

“Come here pony.”  She held out her hand as she looked at Mia.  Mia did not know what to do.  She did not want anything to do with this woman.  She had never in her entire life been so afraid of anyone.  The woman was reaching out toward her with her left hand, but her right hand still held the cane.  What if she was going to hit Mia with it?  Well, that was silly.  She was not going to do that. 

Mia’s legs felt rooted to the ground.  Part of her wanted to turn and run.  But to where?  She was in her stall and there were only a few feet of room behind her.  Besides, the door was where the woman was, and the woman could open the door.  She just knew that if she made the woman come to her it would be bad.

She was determined to be a good ponygirl.  Yes, she really wanted to be a good ponygirl.

She hesitantly took a small step forward.  It didn’t bring her quite to the woman, but closer.

The woman smiled again.  “That’s it.  Come here.” 

The last command was sharper.  It was not to be ignored.  Mia took another step. She was close now. 

The woman’s right hand reached under Mia’s left breast.  The grip was gentle compared to what Mia expected from this woman.  Then she applied some pressure and used her grip to move Mia forward another step.  Mia was now right in front of her.

“That’s a good girl.” 

Mia straightened with the comment.  She was a good girl.  She wanted to be a good girl.  And this woman, this woman of ultimate authority had recognized her as such.

She used her grasp on Mia’s left breast to turn Mia to the side.  Mia did not resist in any way.

“What a nice firm bottom.” 

She moved Mia further around to look at her bottom.

The last thing she wanted this woman looking at was her bottom.  She did not like what this woman did to bottoms, and above all she did not want it done to her bottom.

The woman straightened her out again. 

“Well Evening Mist, I will have to look into you some more.  Make sure you continue to be a good pony.”

The woman released Mia’s breast, turned and walked up the corridor.  The punished girl was left restrained to the punishment frame.  All of the ponies in the stable would be able to look down at her and see the markings on her body.

Mia felt lightheaded.  She had been noticed by the horrible woman who had inflicted that caning.  She had looked right into Mia’s eyes, but then she had touched her and turned her body to see her bottom.  She did not want that woman thinking about her bottom.  Why had she commented on her bottom?  More importantly why was she going to look into her.  This was bad.  This was very bad.


Chapter 22

An objective of proper training is to reach a state where the horse is “free from the paralyzing effects of resistance, [ ] obeys willingly and without hesitation and responds to the various aids calmly and with precision, displaying a natural harmonious balance both physically and mentally.”  Pyramid of Training, United States Dressage Federation, 2006. 

To achieve this end, the Pyramid of Training was developed.  Ponygirls share many of the attributes of horses brought into training.  They are smart, headstrong, and emotionally independent. Neither the show horse nor the ponygirl has elected to be trained.  While there are certainly significant physical differences, the mental similarities are profound.  Accordingly, the Pyramid of Training, so successful with respect to dressage training for horses, has been used to train ponygirls and has been found to be very effective. 

The steps, or elements, of training are sequential, but not to the extent that one is finished before another begins.  There is a substantial overlap necessary to reach positive results. And once met an element is not abandoned but continues to be part of the training. During phase one of the training emphasis is on the first three elements, Rhythm, Relaxation, and Connection.  While conscious of all three, the training will start with Rhythm and quickly add Relaxation, and then Connection.  The trainers, of course, did not advise either First Light or Evening Mist that this was how they were to be trained. To do so might even be counterproductive.  Just as a trainer would certainly not discuss this with their show horse.

Rhythm is the initial element.  Important in this first step of training is establishing the timing and characteristics of the walk (prance), trot, and canter.  This training began from the moment the ponygirls were put in tack and continued thereafter.  Over the last two weeks the ponies had carefully worked each gait.  Even small details of movement and posture were important. 

Brin was used to establish the pace for each gait and she and her partner were extensively worked to achieve a precision of step for each.  There was much to learn.  While there were similarities to much of what the ponygirl may have done in her life before she was converted, she had never before learned to move with her arms strapped behind her back, her back arched, her neck held straight with her chin up, and up on her toes in the pony boots.  She had to adjust to all the gaits in this strange new configuration.  To be graceful and smooth took some effort, but both ponies found that she wanted to achieve it, if for no other reason than they did not like feeling out of balance. 

Rhythm is fundamental to all the training to follow.  The pony must develop good posture and move gracefully.  Bad habits developed in early training can be very hard to train out later.  They are important to address from the beginning.  For this reason, standards of each gait are strictly enforced from the very beginning of training. It may seem cruel, and it certainly did to both ponygirls as they returned to their stall exhausted and well-marked at the end of each day. Naturally the new ponygirls did not want to do this.  Not only not learn it, not do it at all.  Their initial thoughts were almost completely focused on how to end what was happening.  They were still in trauma from their capture and conversion, but this also meant that they were off balance and could be motivated to follow direction. They learned that their resistance was easily overcome, and that failure to obey was painful.  Soon they would at least start to do what they were directed, both because it was the path of least resistance and certainly the means of less pain.  At this stage perfection was not expected, but good sincere effort was, and anything less painfully trained out.

Relaxation is the next element.  In this early stage both ponygirls were in a very high state of anxiety.  There is a principle that “relaxed [ponygirl] is a happy [ponygirl], and a happy [ponygirl] is more willing to learn and work”. No ponygirl is a happy ponygirl at first. Accordingly, this is a very important but difficult element in ponygirl training.  When training a horse, the horse may find itself in an unfamiliar environment which makes it uneasy.  If it was captured from the wild it may resent what it has lost.  It takes time and effort to overcome that feeling and develop trust.  It is no different with a ponygirl.  The trainer must develop calmness and reduce anxiety and nervousness.  At the beginning of the journey, it was expected that the pony would be angry, depressed, and resistant.  A great deal of the challenge results from the selection process.  Good ponygirls evolve from strong, often very independent, young women.  They are not inclined to just cave in and submit, yet absolute obedience without thought or resistance is required.  Achieving a state of relaxation is one of, if not the greatest, challenges in the Training Pyramid. 

The trainer must work hard to show fair but firm treatment.  The ponygirl must accept the control and discipline of the trainer and never believe it to be arbitrary or unfair.  Well, the ponygirl will at first find any discipline to be unfair but will begin to accept it and come to understand its purpose. The role of the ponygirl trainer in the early days of training is critical to development of relaxation and then connection.

Brin and Mia had become accustomed to their trainer and those who assisted them, for example, the grooms.  Brin liked her groom. She was so dependent upon her groom, but she felt that her groom really did care for her.  That was important.  She was afraid of her trainer.  The trainer was demanding and could, and did, punish them, but she seemed to really know what she was doing.  Brin found that she had developed respect for her and was beginning to trust her.  She did not think the trainer wanted to hurt her, but she had come to accept that some pain was an important part of the training.   Brin had been filled with anxiety during her first week as a ponygirl.  That was not completely gone, but over the next week and into the week after, her third week as a ponygirl, the anxiety had reduced.  It was not that she accepted what they had done to her, but she recognized that, at least for now, there was nothing she could do about it.  And she, like Mia, who was on a very similar path, had always wanted to be good at what they did.  They had both learned to accept the influence of the trainer/driver without becoming tense.  In fact, when they were actually training, Brin was beginning to feel relaxed and was able to function without thinking about the fact that she was in restraints being reduced to an animal. She had learned to focus on the moment. And, for the most part, training was predictable.  She even knew when she screwed up and was about to feel the whip.  It did not mean she liked it.  She hated it, but she was learning to accept it.

During this time, although they did not know it, they had also begun to develop Connection, the third element of the Training Pyramid.   This stage of training brings the trainer/driver and the ponygirl into one.  The connection will be primarily transmitted from the hand of the trainer/driver along the reins and into the mouth of the ponygirl. The ponygirl learns to utilize her full body in each gait.  And that energy transfers up through the ponygirl into her bitted mouth and then through her reins to her driver/trainer.  The trainer/driver can feel the pony through the bit and reins, and the pony senses and responds to the trainer/driver in the same way.  The connection extends to the trainer/driver’s whip.  Brin and Mia both hate being whipped, but strangely by the third week they no longer resented it.  Mia knew that her trainer would not whip her for no reason. It was not that the trainer was getting pleasure out of whipping her. She accepted the use of the whip and rather than resent her trainer when she felt its bite, she looked to herself asking what she had done wrong and what she needed to do.  Brin was still mostly blaming the trainer for whipping her.  But she recognized the close correlation between her failures and the use of the whip.  This made it hard for her to fully blame the trainer for its use and her pain.  All she had to do was do a better job and there would be no whip.  But it never seemed that she was good enough.  Enough to make it less, but never to go away.

Both ponygirls had accepted their bit.  When it was first installed in her mouth Brin could not believe that they could do something like that to her – to anyone.  It was awful.  Not just because it removed any hope of speech, but because of the way it controlled her.  It connected to her tongue and pushed against the roof and sides of her mouth depending on how the reins were pulled.  But she quickly learned how to respond to the reins and what to do.  It was so frustrating that it was fastened in her mouth and there was not a thing she could do to get it out.  Mia had felt much the same way.  She felt more shocked that they had actually done that to her than angry, but she would certainly have lashed out at her tormentors if she could have, and especially if it could have prevented this insult. But there was not a thing she could do.  She was not used to it.  She did not think she would ever be used to it, but it had become less of a bother to her.  She found that she mouthed (chomped) at her bit when she stood, but it just felt normal now.

And over time they had both adapted to it.  It was so important for driving.  Each had learned to interpret the subtle use of the reins by their driver.  They knew which direction to go, and how far to go.  This was important, because it was not the pony’s job to decide where to go.  She would only follow the directions of her driver. And there was some comfort in knowing and feeling that the driver was there on the reins. 

Brin did not think she would ever give in to the bit, but she found that she now had no problem opening her mouth when the bit was held in front of her face.  For the first few days she had held her mouth shut, not wanting that thing in her mouth.  A slash of the whip across her bottom, a twist of a nipple shackle, or even lifting the hated nasal line to tip her head back, had all been successful means of getting her mouth open, and once open, seating the bit.  Once in place, there was not a thing she could do to get it out, and whatever suffering she had gone through to get it there was for not.  In the end she was bitted.  Before long she stopped resisting.  She knew the end result.  Besides, the sooner she was bitted the sooner they could get out to training, and strange as it may seem she was beginning to look forward to that. 

By the end of the first week and well into the second, Mia had stopped any resistance.  The thoughts came but she held them at bay.  By the end of the second week and into the third, even the thoughts were less frequent.  She had become used to the bit in her mouth and its connection to the reins and her trainer/driver.  There was a sense of security in that bond.  She still chomped on it, it was hard not to when it was there in your mouth, but it did not feel foreign anymore.  And it was the one part of her tack that moved under the control of someone else.  Because her trainer/driver was not on her back, like a real horse, she found that the reins provided a sense of connection and emphasized the bond between her and the trainer.  Now, holding up the bit in front of her face, the act of getting her to take the bit was almost welcome.  It signaled that she would be training with her trainer/driver.  It meant that she was going out to prance, trot and canter.  These were things that she liked to do.  She had been able to see other ponies that seemed to be engaged in less enjoyable tasks.  She liked that she and Light could be out working together.  That was a good thing.

As they moved into the third week the trainer decided it was time to start phase 2 of the training for ponygirls Evening Mist and First Light.  The connection between the trainer/driver and the ponies had been established.  The form of the primary gaits had been learned and was developing. Posture was good and there was something to build upon. They were still a ways away from relaxation, and sometimes this was worse than others, but it was coming.  It was time to advance the skills learned with flexibility and strength.  The ponygirl form would also be cleaned up in this phase.

First would be Impulsion, the fourth step.  Brin noticed that the precision of her step at the trot and even the canter became more important.  The form of body while performing was corrected in the minutest of detail.  When strikes of the whip were delivered to her bottom for very minor things, or taps (painful, but to light to be punishment) to the bottoms of her breasts caused her to straighten her body, she was miffed, she should not even be corrected for something so minor.  But as she straightened her upper body and adjusted the movement of her steps it felt good.  She remembered back in school.  She had been proud to be on the drill team. They had carefully worked on their routines. They had even made it to regional competitions.  She remembered that the smallest detail in posture or movement could make the difference between victory and honorable mention.  Was this something like that? Is this what they were being trained for?  That was actually encouraging. It helped Brin pay attention and try to keep her form just right.

While Straightness (the fifth step or element of the pyramid) is less applicable to a two-legged animal than ones with four legs, the movement of the ponygirl must still be related to its movement path.  The hooves should fall on a carefully drawn line extending in front of the animal.  There should be no drift to one side or the other, and certainly no wobbling.  Mia realized by the third week that she was moving very smoothly.  She almost didn’t miss her arms.  Almost.  Certainly, she did not need them when she was training.  There was no thought of using them for balance while she trotted or cantered.  It was only when the bit was removed from her mouth, and she was back in the stable that she seemed to miss them.  That is when she would test the strength of the restraints. When she had to lower her head into a trough to drink or eat, she was reminded of what she had lost. It was also when the leather cover was removed, and the sense of potential for escape was at its greatest, but it quickly brought the reality that there was no escape from this thing that held her arms so firmly, that she had moments of depression.

Of course, the trainer never discussed the stages of training with the ponies.  It was not a ponygirl’s business to know such things.  But things were going well.  Good dressage training could take many years, and not one of the levels of the pyramid were fully workable at this point.  Rhythm looked very good.  Form, posture and movement all were good.  Relaxation had a long way to go.  There was a strong defiant streak just below the surface in each of these ponygirls and that created anxiety.  But trust was developing, and each ponygirl seemed to realize that she was better off working with her trainer than against.  They both knew that they could not escape their tack.  They both knew that they had no way to get away and get their old life back. What they had was a future as a ponygirl. That created moments of depression, even rebellion, but those would pass.  And emphasis on positive reinforcement at this stage was helping.

When a young woman was converted to a ponygirl her entire support structure was immediately changed.  She had become accustomed to support and interaction from her friends.  This was done through phone, social media and actual interaction.  Once captured and tacked she immediately lost the ability to talk and all their electronic devices.  For a young woman who was addicted to them this came as a great shock.  It sometimes takes days for a new ponygirl to really realize that their old life was gone, and this new strange existence was where she was going to live.  It would take a long time more for her to accept it.  Plans of escape and dreams of rescue could go on for months.  And even when those dreams and plans faded, she was still a long way from accepting her new reality as something that she should, or at least would have to, embrace.  But, over time, it would happen and the ponygirl would develop a strong desire to be very good at what she now was.

Sarah had selected Liz to train these ponies in the show pony techniques.  Most of the trainers on the ranch specialized in racing ponies.  Liz was a new trainer and anxious to make a good impression.  Sarah knew Liz would work hard.  Sarah had some plans for the upcoming races, and so far everything seemed right on track.


Chapter 23

Brin looked around with curiosity.  Ponygirls never slept in.  Even when they were not in training they were still up early.  And it was never the ponygirl that decided when to get up and what to do.  Someone would come for you in the morning.  You would wake, have just a moment to get something to drink, most grooms were good with that, and then move on to be washed, mucked (internal cleaning), and dressed (tacked up) for the day.  There were no clocks. The actual time was not relevant to ponies.

But today was more like her new name.  There was the soft light of dawn pushing away the shadows of the night.  Prior to being a ponygirl Brin had only seen the dawn from the other side.  It was the signal that the night was over, and it was time to go home and sleep.  Now it was the signal that it was time to go to work. 

Where her nights before were filled with music, dancing, drinking, and sex, now they were pretty boring.  From the end of the workday she was cleaned, massaged (the real highlight of her day) and put in her stall.  Once in the stall, that is where she would stay.  She couldn’t watch TV – ponies did not have them.  She could not read a book, she had no arms to hold one, and none were provided.  She could eat, without the use of her arms.  She could drink, again without arms.  She could stand at the door to her stall, and so long as she kept it low, she could talk to some of the other ponies.

She would love to talk to her partner Evening Mist, but her stall was down near the end of the stable.  Brin’s was halfway up, although on the opposite side, so she could look down and see Mist when she was at her door, it was too far away to talk.  Instead, she could only talk to the girls on the two sides and across the corridor. 

Brin had been nervous about talking at first. She had been told that talking was punished.  She had been punished.  And she had seen far worse punishment.  She did not want to be punished.  But it seemed that this rule was not strictly enforced when the ponies were in their stalls.  At first, she was very curious about this, but she had decided that her captors were doing it on purpose.  She was sure that they had listening devices planted so that they could hear what was said.  Not only did it give them information on the state of mind of the pony, but if there were any attempts to plot an escape, they would hear about it. 

Escape.  She had almost forgotten her pledge to herself to get away.  That pledge was likely to go unfulfilled.  She had not the slightest idea how to escape.  Or even take the first steps to escape.  She had been here now for going on three weeks.  She had studied every aspect of the pony restraint, the stalls and stable, the training areas and even the areas outside the ranch – at least those that she had had access to.  Not one of these had the slightest security deficiency. And there was no way for one pony to be of assistance to another.  The only time they could even communicate was here, at night, restrained in their stalls. And although they could talk, they were separated from each other.  When they were together, in the corral, their arms were tightly restrained in their binder and their mouths were bitted.  One pony had no way to assist another pony in escaping its restraints.  And any effort to do so would be so blatant that punishment would be quickly earned. 

It did not mean that escape was off the table, it just meant that she needed to be patient, much more patient.  And she had been certain that escape was not something to discuss with her cohorts in the stable. Interestingly nobody discussed this.  Had they all come to the same conclusion?  There was not a pony in the stable that did not have bright red stripes on its bottom and thighs.  Ponies were whipped.  They were whipped all the time.  It was a regular part of training.  It was something that you adjusted to.  You didn’t get used to it.  Brin did not want to be whipped, but she knew it would happen, so she adjusted to it.

All being as it was, she did like her training.  Her trainer was very demanding.  When she called upon the ponies to do something she expected it to be done.  She would not necessarily punish every mistake, but multiple mistakes were always painfully noted.  Brin and Mist, however, were pretty good.  They had picked up the steps.  And Brin to her credit was a good pace pony.  She liked to think of herself as the leader of the team.  She could find the pace that the trainer wanted.  More importantly, she could remember that pace and return to it when they went to a different gait, and then came back. 

Mist for her part, was good at following Brin.  She could find the pace and was always quick to get in step.  So that was good, and when they were out prancing – Brin never would have thought that she would enjoy that, but she did – she felt special.  A great deal of time had been devoted to making sure that every movement was just right, posture was straight, and that both Brin and Mist were right together.  Brin could not see Mist during training, but she could feel her presence. She could clearly tell when Mist was not with her, then there would be the sound of the whip, and the cry of pain.  Brin would feel it when she was wrong.  Her posture had to be just right.  Her step had to be perfect in every detail.  But Brin was a fast learner.  And she could remember the small details. Her trainer seemed to be very happy with her ability to do this.  Not only did she get whipped less, but she was also told that she was “good girl” or “good pony”.  She loved to be “good girl” not so much “good pony”.  And then there were treats.  She had always had a sweet tooth, she had been very careful in her prior life, she did not want to gain weight.  But she was not worried anymore.  They worked her so hard, and so carefully controlled her diet.  She was not going to reject anything additional that they gave her. 

But when she was “good girl”, and a candy was often slipped into her mouth behind her bit.  Well, that was really heaven.  The combination of compliment and reward was almost too much.  It happened enough to make Brin feel special.  She had even dropped her head onto the shoulder of her trainer after she had been given a treat and tried to stroke the trainer’s neck and head with hers.  She had very little movement, and no use of her hands, but she had just enough use of her neck and head to pull this off.  And the trainer seemed happy.

After Brin and Mist were in their training tack, and hitched to their training cart, something happened.  Another ponygirl was brought out in front of them.  The girl was attached in front of both Brin and Mist with a short line from each side of her harness back to the sides of Brin and Mist.  The girl was in front of them by about four feet and faced in the same direction as them.

This made no sense to Brin.  The lines from the tack of this girl back to them would keep the three of them connected, but she was not able to contribute to pulling the cart.  This task would still fall fully on Brin and Mist.  So, what was she there for?  They did not need her to set the pace.  Brin could do that just fine.  Brin was beginning to feel a little testy about the addition of this creature.

Brin assumed that since they had been started so early, they would, in classic style, be left to wait for a long time for their trainer.  That was not the case.  She was right there.  And quickly they were on their way. 

They pranced for only a short distance.  Brin had to accept that this new ponygirl was pretty good.  Her form was very straight, and her steps were high and crisp. 

Suddenly, with slight backward pressure on the reins, the trainer issued a new command.  “Piaffe.”  Brin had no idea what that meant, but the ponygirl in front of them stopped moving forward but did not stop prancing.  She was prancing in place.  It took a moment or two for Brin and Mist to pick up on what was happening, but the movement was not difficult, and soon they were prancing in place. 

The trick was not to drift to the right or left, or forward or back.  The trainer would crack her whip next to your hip if you started to drift.  Brin knew that over time the distance between the crack of the whip and the soft flesh of the ponygirl would reduce and correction would become painful, but the trainer – she was a good trainer – was giving them time to learn and adjust.  Brin could do this. 

After the prancing in place – the Piaffe – was under control they were walked forward again, then, on signal of two quick jerks of the reins, they would hold in place with a new Piaffe.  They were learning new steps.  That is why the girl was there.  It was to teach them some new steps.  Well, that was ok.  Brin did not mind her so much now.  In fact, the Piaffe was kind of fun.  She could see them doing this in front of a crowd.

After maybe an hour of training it was time for the next step.  The command was “Half Pass Right”.  Its signal was three quick jerks on the right rein.  It meant nothing to Brin when given, so she carefully looked at the girl in front, their guide.  She saw that the girl stepped out to the right at a 45-degree angle.  Brin followed.  It was on her side. The tricky part was that they were attached to the cart, and it followed on wheels.  Brin wanted to just face in the direction they were now moving, but she could see that the girl in front had not changed her position.  She was facing forward while moving to the right.  This put a strain on Brin and Mist.  They had to twist against the traces of the cart, but they managed.

After about six or seven steps the command was “Half Pass Left”.  Now there were three short jerks on the left rein.  There was a rein signal for every action.

The girl immediately, still facing forward shifted the step to the left.  Brin had heard the command, felt the reins, and interpreted what it clearly meant.  She followed the move.  The cart had been pulling at her right side, and she had had to strain to keep her body as straight as possible.  Now it shifted in the other direction.  With the first step she fully squared up, and with the next and the steps after that it pulled at her left side.

After about six steps the command was “Walk On”, with the classic slap of the reins against her back.  They stepped forward.  That had been a show step.  Both of the steps they had just learned had been show steps.  Brin liked that.  She had enjoyed that.

They worked for another hour, Piaffe, half pass, walk.  It was great.  Brin was certain that she looked great doing it.  She was now so happy that this girl had been brought out.  She would have loved to have seen video of them doing it.  Was there video? It would seem like a good thing to do.  Suddenly she felt her stomach clutch.  Were there pictures and videos of her as a ponygirl out on the internet?  She could imagine her friends seeing them.  She could imagine others, not necessarily her friends seeing them.  Wouldn’t that be a great subject for discussion.  She felt herself blush.  But on second thought it was unlikely.  She had disappeared and it was unlikely that these people would want any recognizable image of her back in the world she was taken from.  There were almost certainly videos, but it was highly unlikely that anyone she knew would see them. 

She had let her mind drift.  That was a good way to find yourself in pain.  She needed to get her head back in the game.  She focused again to carefully observe the movements of the girl.  She thought the girl held her back a little straighter than Brin did, so she straightened up a little.  She wanted to look like this girl.  She liked it and she wanted to be like her.

They took a break and were watered.  Brin was not tired, but the water was still welcome.  She wanted the trainer to give them some positive reinforcement.  They had done a good job.  Why not tell them?  But it did not come.  Did that mean they needed to work harder?  She thought they had been good.

After the break they were back at it.  The half pass was still hard because of the pressure of the cart.  Brin learned that it was never kept for more than about six steps, and then it almost always reversed to go the other direction.  Eventually they did a zig zag going one way, then the other, back again and repeating.  Brin was almost twisting in her tack to try to keep her body as forward as possible.

There was the occasional crack of the whip, usually if their form slipped a little, but Brin herself was not whipped at all during this training.  That made her feel good.  She did not like being whipped, but it was also recognition that she was doing well.

Just about the time Brin thought they had learned every step they were put into a Piaffe.  Then the command “Pirouette Left” was given. The rein signal was two quick pulls on the left rein, a pause and two more quick pulls. Brin knew what a pirouette was, but how on earth could they do that hitched to the cart.  But then she saw the girl prancing in place but starting to move to the left.  She pranced each step, then made a small half step to the left.  Then she pranced right and left and right, then another step to the left.

Brin got it.  She followed the movement, and she could feel Mist doing the same thing.  Brin wished they were moving to the right so that she would be controlling the turn instead of Mist, but that was not her choice to make.  In a way that was a blessing.  When Mist stepped not just to the left, but tried to keep the line straight, the whip cracked, not just next to her bottom, but enough to touch.  That had been wrong. 

“Pirouette Right”.  Brin was now happy at the command.  She knew what to do.  She had seen that the girl had not stepped exactly to the side but just a little back.  Brin did the same.  They were turning in a circle with the wheels of the cart as the center of the circle and the line from the middle of the cart axle to the ponygirls as the radius.  It was a good step, and because they were turning the cart with them as they stepped the pressure on their tack was not as hard as with the half pass. 

This time the trainer allowed them to make a full 180-degree turn.  They were facing back in the direction they had come from.  Brin did not know how far they had moved off the perfect circle that she knew was desired.  They were commanded to Piaffe, then halt.  They came to a stop. 

Brin felt the trainer get out of the cart.  She spent some time near the cart, then she walked out to the curve of the circle.  The marks of the ponies’ boots could be clearly seen in the soft ground.  Brin could not see what she was doing, but she could hear her moving about.  She was looking at the hoof marks they had left in the maneuver.  Brin held her breath.  Was it good?  Was it at least good enough?

The trainer pulled out the water bottle and watered all three ponies.  Then she released the new pony from the position in the front of the team and led her to the side.  Brin did not see where she went.  But before long the trainer was back in the cart, and they were off.  They did not have a guide now.   They did not need one.  They knew the steps and were ready to practice without further help.  This was ok, but Brin also knew that with this change the level of correction was going to go up.  Now they would be expected to know these new steps, and they would be expected to carry them out.

They were prancing in an open straight area.  Brin could sense that they were about to do something, but she knew better than to anticipate.

“Piaffe”.  Both the verbal command and the rein signal were clear.  Brin figured that at some point the verbal command would disappear in favor of just the reins.  That is ok, they would be ready for that.

Brin kept the pace or her step but pranced in place rather than allowing herself to move forward.  Mist had not quite been with her, and Brin had to take a half step forward before holding in place.  The trainer did not seem to mind.  There was no pop of the whip, there was no pain. 

Holding the piaffe for only a minute – “walk on”, and the slap of the reins.  Brin stepped one more time and then stepped out on her right foot.  The command had been on the right foot.  Mist did the same.  It was like the timing they used when going to a trot.

They pranced for a short distance.

“Piaffe”.

The training was clear.  The command had been on the right hoof.  Brin stepped normally with her left hoof and came to an in-place prance with the right.  This time Mist was right with her.

Ok, they were getting it.  They practiced the Piaffe to prance to Piaffe for a long time.  It was getting smooth.

Brin was expecting to go to the half pass next, but that was not it.  Instead, they did the pirouette.  This seemed easy, but it was not.  Brin knew that the cart was to stay in place, and they were to circumscribe a circle around it.  But they could not look back, they had to judge the angle of the sidestep on their own.  It was to the side but slightly back.  The first efforts were to the right, so it was Brin setting the step.  She stepped to the side, trying to judge from the feel of the cart.  She did not want to feel forward or backward pressure because that would mean the cart was moving from being the axis of the circle.  She felt slight pressure forward and then corrected with the next step.  She must not have been too far off because she was not whipped.  That made her pleased.  Mist seemed to have no trouble following her lead.

When they had turned to the right 180 degrees, they were walked forward, brought to a Piaffe again, then a pirouette to the left.  Mist now set the angle of the steps.  Brin had no trouble following but could feel a forward jerk and then a backward jerk.  The trainer must consider this a learning time and so long as they quickly corrected did not use her whip.  Brin was happy about this.

Brin thought they made good progress.  It was important to learn that the pirouette was not necessarily a full, or even a half circle.  The trainer could stop it at any time.  The command Piaffe overruled the pirouette and held them in their current position.  The command Walk On moved them forward straight head from wherever they happened to be.

Brin was actually enjoying the training.  She liked precision, and this was the sort of thing that she liked.  It was the sort of thing she was good at.

The half pass was then practiced again, to the right and then back.  To the left and then back.  Never more than about six steps in any direction.  The worst part of the first leg of the half pass was that the fucking cart skewed and pulled at the harnesses of the ponies trying to keep straight. She reasoned that it would be very difficult to do more than five or six steps under these restrictions.  Brin did not like the half pass.  She would be fine with it if she were not attached to this stupid cart, but since the cart did not cooperate in that step it just made no sense to her.  But that was not her choice.  Her trainer wanted to do the half pass, so they did the half pass. 

Doing the Piaffe and Pirouette were both fun.  She liked both of those steps. 

Brin did not know why they were learning this stuff, but it was encouraging.  Brin did not want to be some beast of burden that just provided transportation to people and goods.  These fancy steps seemed to show they were being trained for better things.  Not that it stopped their being used for transportation as well.  That was at least part of their new world.


Chapter 24

Mia had actually enjoyed learning the new steps.  It involved so much more than just prancing, trotting and running (they called the latter canter.)  It had also shifted some things around.  While Light was the pace pony for virtually everything, some of the new work caused them to go to the left, i.e., both the half-pass and pirouette, and when they went to the left then Mia was setting the step.  Interestingly Light did not seem to like this much, but it made sense, and after a few strikes of the trainer’s whip, well, ponygirls learned.  Sometimes the lessons were painful, but they learned.

Being the lead pony for a maneuver had its own challenges.   The pirouette was really tricky.  The idea was that the ponies would turn with the wheels of the cart not moving from their spot.  Theoretically at the end of a full 360 they would be right where they started and there would be just small circles from the wheels right around a central point.  Add to this the fact that the ponygirls could not see behind them.  They could not see if the cart was being pushed or pulled out of line.  So, they had to find just the right angle and keep it absolutely perfect through the maneuver.  And the non-lead pony had to perfectly match the angle, even though she could not see her partner – this tack was really an issue sometimes.

For the first day the trainer did not whip them while they got down the basics of the move.  By the second day the standards were up.  If the sidestep was too far in, then the left buttocks was marked.  Too far out and it was the right buttocks (at least for the movement to the left which was under the control of Mia.)  She assumed it was reversed when they were moving to the right, and she could hear the strike and the reaction of her partner but could not see them.

At first, she did not like it when they were turning to the left.  Nobody likes to be whipped, it fucking hurt.  But she also felt the challenge, and she wanted to do this right.  She was not sure why it was so important to, but it just was.  And the strike of the whip on her soft bottom flesh certainly worked.  The trainer also seemed to know just how far out she was – amazing – the force of the strike guided how much of a correction was required.  So within only a short time the strikes were not hard – that did not mean they did not hurt, they did – but Mia was ok with it.  It was working.

By mid-week corrections were less frequent and more often minor in force.  Mia really wished they could be released from harness for a few minutes and allowed to see the marks left by the cart.  She knew that there must be some standard for this.  She had even heard some discussion with some third person and knew that on at least a couple of occasions someone had come over after the pirouette to inspect and discuss things with the trainer.  But that, like so much going on in the life of a ponygirl was deemed to be none of the ponygirl’s business.  They were not included in the critique, the discussion, or anything.  The trainer instead figured out what would be required and would then translate that to the language the ponygirls understood.  Commands and pain.

There were aspects of being a ponygirl that Mia was coming to actually embrace.  But there was so much that was just frustrating.  She did not like being humiliated.  She did not like being just an animal.  She was intelligent.  Maybe not the most intelligent person who came along, but all of this would work so much better if she were talked to, and even better if she were allowed to talk in return.  After all, she could actually contribute if she were allowed to contribute.  But talking was the number one no no.  Talking, or attempting to do so, almost impossible with the bit in your mouth, would get you punished, and maybe even caned.  Mia had still not been caned.  She had been as close to canings as she wanted to be.  She was going to do everything she could to avoid that. 

* * * * *

Although Mia liked consistency in what they were doing, she also did like to see more of their surroundings.  So, when it was not their trainer who took them out, and she and Light were guided out of the ranch one morning, she was reasonably happy. 

They turned up valley, this was away from the town in the direction of the ranch they had once visited, but they quickly passed the entrance to that ranch.  They were in new territory.  Mia liked that. 

They passed several other farms or ranches.  They were each fenced off, not substantial barriers, but enough to control livestock.  Even if Mia and Light were not fastened to this cart, even if they were not under the watchful eye of their trainer, they would be pretty much confined to the roadway.  It would be difficult for a ponygirl in full tack to get over the fences that separated the farms and ranches.  Where these fences for them?  They would be equally effective against other livestock.  Was it encouraging or just more embarrassing that she and her partner were effectively reduced to the role of livestock?

The road turned to what Mia was sure was West and the land changed a little it was more open and not separated functionally as much as below.  There was more vegetation and it undulated.  This was more interesting surroundings.

After about a mile the forest broke open and Mia could see ahead an open area.  But there were structures up ahead.  Some large ones.  Nearest to them was a building that stood four stories high.  Around the first story just above ground level was a large porch or veranda.  Mia could see people seated on it.  Some were at tables, some in relaxing chairs.  Most, grouped together in small groups.  But the veranda was pretty full.  Mia blushed as they approached.  There were people there.  People who were free and enjoying themselves. 

When they were within about 50 meters, Mia could see people paying attention to them.   She really did not want to be seen like this.  She was all but naked, and she showed more than a few signs of discipline on her body.  In her first encounters with people in this place she had hoped for someone who would be appalled by what was being done to her and want to help.  It had quickly become clear that nobody who was in this place was going to help a ponygirl be anything but a ponygirl.  Mia had at first thought that they must just not be aware of the fact that she was not doing this voluntarily.  She had tried to communicate that.  Her attempts had been met with mirth from most, and negative comments about her comportment by others.  The latter got her bottom thrashed.  She did not want more of that.   No, she would just rather not have any contact with any of these people.  None of them were important to her new life.  She was dedicated to training hard and being a good ponygirl – she really had no choice – but she did not need some other person lording it over her.

She had learned that the worst were actually other women.  You would think that they would be the ones that would be most offended by what was happening, but they were always the first to issue slurs.  They also tended to be very handsy.  She had really wanted to kick a few of them, but everyone was careful to keep that from happening.  In the end she never had a choice other than to endure.  This did not include the trainers.  They were very professional, and Mia increasingly wanted to impress their trainer.  It was the spectators that she hated.  Their supercilious superior attitude made her furious. She had come to wish that they could be on the other side of the reins.  But right now, and right by where she was, there was a large collection of just the type of women that she hated and feared.

Stopped in front of the building, near the veranda, reins hitched to an old west style hitching rail, and feet hobbled, Mia felt even more vulnerable.  When the woman dismounted and walked up into the building – Mia was pretty sure it was a hotel – Mia felt even more insecure.

A hotel.  A fucking hotel.  If the people who lived in this place were intolerable, what would tourists be like?  She did her best not to look at the people.  They were only a short distance away, but they were about three feet above where the ponies were restrained, and a rail further separated them.  Mia hoped that they would be just too lazy to get up from their comfortable seats and away from their drinks to come torment her and Light.  She was a little tired from the run to this place, and thirsty, she was really thirsty.  She wished she could go sit down at one of those tables and have someone bring her a drink.  But that was not happening.  She was surprised when they stopped, and the trainer had not given them water before leaving.  That was not the way things worked.  They had worked hard to get here.  It was not a terrible distance, but it was several miles, somewhat up hill, and they had been at a fast trot and even a canter for the trip. 

There must be something time sensitive.  The trainer had so quickly secured them and then entered the building. 

At least they could see a lot of what was going on around them.  Mia noticed that there were others in “servile” positions.  While most of the people were seated at tables or in comfortable chairs, some were kneeling at the side of a table or chair.  That image surprised and shocked Mia. 

These individuals – mostly female, but there were actually a few males – were scantily dressed.  And the one common factor was that every one of them had a collar around their neck.  Most were silver colored, but a few were gold.  Almost every one of them wore bands around their wrists and ankles. Some had their hands behind their backs.  Where Mia had the view of the back, she could see links of chain joining the cuffs and holding them in place.  Where the hands were in front, most had a short chain joining the hands.  In some cases, it also connected to a waist belt.  In others it was connected to the collar.  Several even had a chain connecting the wrists to the ankles. 

Ponygirls were not the only humans who had lost their freedom.  These were clearly slaves.  But they had not been turned into livestock.  Was that better than being a ponygirl?  Mia was not sure.  She did not want to be a slave.  She wanted her freedom back.  But if she could not have it, would she rather be a slave girl than a pony?  Always be careful about what you wish for.  There was something special about being a ponygirl.  They had worked hard, and Mia could tell that they were going to be shown off.  She felt a sense of pride seeping into her.  She and Light were good at what they did.  She felt her back straighten a little more.  She felt her head raise.  Fuck them.  So long as she was a ponygirl she was going to be a great ponygirl.  No, she would not want to be a slave.  Being a ponygirl was something special.  She was special.  Light was special.  Being a ponygirl was something special.

Mia moved her attention away from the hotel and its unpleasant occupants.  There were other structures around.  The most obvious only about 200 meters away was what looked like a stadium.  There was a grandstand that faced toward an oval track.  It was a racetrack.  It reminded her of her high school track.  She had liked to run on that track.  Would she be running on this track?  It looked to be longer than the track she was used to, and clearly wider.  Instead of an 880 or ¼ mile track, this was clearly twice that length.  It was clearly for a different kind of challenge.  They were going to race ponygirls.  And this track was clearly for that purpose.  Were she and Light going to race?  It did not feel like they were being trained for that.  They had been taught what seemed more like show steps.  What would a piaffe, half-pass, or pirouette have to do with racing?  Again, Mia wished that the trainer would just talk to them and tell them what was going on.  They could make them ponies, but again, they would not stop being intelligent creatures.  Wouldn’t it just make more sense to let them in on things?  If there were a suggestion box Mia would insert her thoughts.  Although she was certain that this was not unknown to her captors.  Certainly, they had at least on occasion involved the ponies in what was happening.  For some reason they must have decided that it was more efficient to keep the ponies in the dark.  It made no sense to her, but nobody was going to explain that – or anything else to her or any other ponygirl.

There were some more buildings not far from the stadium.  They looked like stables.  Mia could see some activity going on near there.  In addition, there were several training corrals, very similar to the ones at the ranch.  Several were in use with ponygirls walking in a circle with a trainer working them on steps and gaits.

None of the other ponygirls were very close to Mia, but from what she could see they were all experienced.  She saw no signs of resistance.  She saw no signs of a new ponygirl being broken in and trained on basics.  Every ponygirl she could see moved smoothly and with grace.  Every pony body she could see was well sculpted.  No, these were clearly experienced ponygirls.  These were the racing stock. 


Chapter 25

Brin was in shock by what she had seen in this latest trip.  In the first few days of her captivity and conversion she had been convinced that this was some strange perversion involving only a few people.  That made her expectation that she would find a means of escape, or that she would be discovered and rescued, seem likely.

Then they had been taken to another ranch and she had learned that at least a couple of ranches were involved in this practice.  That was both discouraging and encouraging.  More people involved meant it would probably be harder to escape, but the odds of discovery seemed higher.  Discovery would certainly mean rescue.  Brin did not like the idea that it made her fate more linked to the actions of others.  She was always someone who liked to control her own future.  It was very frustrating that that had been taken from her.

The next revelation was that there was not just a couple of ranches, but an entire town, and it looked like this entire valley, were all into ponygirls.  That was absurd.  How could that even be?  But she had been to town, and she had seen the open employment of ponygirls – and even ponyboys – as beasts of burden.  It was regarded by these people as just something ordinary.  She wondered if she had slipped through some wormhole into an alternate universe.  How could this even be?

What it clearly communicated was that escape, already extremely difficult at best, was virtually impossible.  Even if she could get out of her restraints, something that was well beyond anything she had thought up, she was unlikely to be able to get out of this place.  The valley was huge.  From what she could see, and she had only been taken to limited parts, it was many miles.  The good part was that she could run very fast in her ponygirl gear.  The bad part was that if she did escape it would be very hard to get out of here.  On open terrain she would be fine, but she could not cross even the simplest of barriers.  That was so frustrating.  In her stall she could approach the door.  She could look over the door, but even if not leashed, she could not get out of her stall.  And even though she was tall and strong, she was no match for others, even others much smaller than her.  The reins to her bit could easily be used to control her.  She had anchors in her breasts and even through her clitoris.  If someone got a hold of one of those – the usual practice was to quickly clip something to the shackle – she was done.  And the worst were the rings to the thing threaded into her nasal passages.  Once someone had control of those, she was compliant.  She was fully and completely compliant.

She also knew the risks of disobedience.  She watched ponies get caned.  The other ponies were never told what the offense was, but they all watched the punishment.  She did not want to be caned.  She was all but certain that an escape attempt would earn at least a caning, if not worse.  She did not want to, no she would not, make an escape attempt unless she had a better than reasonable chance of success.  The risk was just too high.

But now, this latest excursion.  They were at what was clearly a hotel.  A fucking hotel.  And, not a small one, but a big one.  And there was a racing track with a grandstand that could accommodate a lot of people.  Even more frightening, the track and grandstand did not look new.  There was ivy and other plant growth that would have taken a long time to establish, decades if not longer.  Brin was certainly no expert on such things, but she was pretty sure this place had been built at least several decades ago.  Of course, it could have been for some completely other purpose, maybe with the length of the track for racing real horses, not ponygirls.  But what if this has been a track for ponygirl races for a long time?  What did that tell her?  She did not want to even think about that.

There was a great deal of activity.  In paddocks and corrals, and even on the roads around them ponygirls were being worked.  Not just a few.  There were a lot of them.

She could see at least two stable buildings near the track.  And nearby there was a tent city of sorts.  These tents were something special.  They were colorful.  These put arcade and carnival tents to shame.  They looked very middle eastern.  Could that be?  Did this mean that the breadth of this strange practice was not just a valley, but something much larger. She thought of the “registration” number they had tattooed on her body. It certainly looked like this might be widespread.  If that were the case, how had it grown to this size, and how did it stay under the radar?  Ok, she could expect this sort of thing in more closed societies and under different misogynistic cultures, but not here.  Certainly, not now.

And, if this practice was as widespread as this gathering seemed to suggest, Brin certainly would have heard about it before.  Ok, she had seen some references in some porn, but nothing like the reality.  She was not dressed in some party fetish outfit.  She was in real ponygirl tack. Tack that suggested that it had been designed, tested, and used over years. How could that exist without people knowing?  The only answer was that the people behind all of this were wealthy, and more importantly, were very powerful.  Only significant power could prevent word of this from leaking out.  Yet here they were.  Here she was. And all around her there were ponygirls.  The tack varied somewhat, although she was not able to inspect how others were held, but the common thread was the each ponygirl was in restraints, each was bitted, each was reined and/or tethered.  There was no sign, none at all, of any ponygirl moving about freely.  There was no sign that any person in pony tack was “part time”. All of this communicated a great deal about all what was happening.  They, like her, were not willing participants.  The ponygirls were all held against their will.  Brin was absolutely sure of that from what she could see.  And the use of the whip or crop was common.  Just as Brin had been subjected to the whip for training, so were all the ponygirls around her.  She could see it done, and the evidence was clear on the posterior of every pony she could see.

Another point of interest was the variance of the look of the other ponygirls.  All were almost completely naked and had no visible hair below the neck.  The look of their tack varied somewhat but kept every one of them in the same general posture with backs arched.  ALL were restrained.  The majority had their arms folded across the back in the same general fashion as Brin and Mist.  The binders looked a little different, but the effect was the same.  Their arms were secure and beyond use.  There were some variations.  The worst were ponygirls whose arms were folded up between their shoulder blades.  That looked downright painful.  Brin remembered the pain she had experienced in her shoulders and arms for the first week in her current restraints.  That had gone away.  It now felt almost normal to have her arms held behind her back.  Would the pain from this extreme form of bondage pass?  She did not want to learn.  Whenever she thought there was nothing that could be worse, she learned that there was.  She hated having her arms restrained, but her form of restraint seemed mild compared to this.  She could hardly take her eyes off of what she was seeing.

There was another form of restraint.  This, in some ways, was far better, in others worse.  In this form the arms were not behind the back, but rather folded up against the shoulders.  The hands were covered in fingerless mitts and seemed to be held facing forward and bent at the wrist.  The arms were strapped tightly in place and could not be lowered.  It was certainly less restrictive than tied across the back, but the pose looked like a dog begging.  Brin did not like it.  She decided she would much rather have her hands behind her back than be subjected to what she was seeing.  It was just too humiliating a pose.

The biggest difference was in the treatment of the head.  Some ponies were completely bald.  Brin really hated that.  Most had some hair.  Some had a narrow, inch to inch and a half strip down the middle of the head, from forehead back.  In most that hair was braided or gelled to stand up.  Some, unlike Brin and Mist, had a type of ponytail sticking up from the middle of their head.  Really more a top knot than a ponytail.   Every ponygirl was bridled and clearly bitted.  Brin was unable to examine the make-up of the bits but was certain that they were all significantly impaired in being able to talk.  Some of the ponies were hooded.  That made Brin’s stomach roll.  She was very happy that she was not subjected to that.  It was so dehumanizing.  It was so frightening.  She did not know what she would do if they did that to her.  That would be too terrible for words.  She could hardly bring herself to even look at those poor girls.  Yes, girls.  All of the ponygirls, emphasis on “girls”, were human females – at least they had once been human females.  Now they were completely controlled ponygirls.  

The most frightening part of all of this, is that what she saw in the actions of the ponygirls, complete compliance.  There was even an apparent energy, even enthusiasm, to perform and excel.  And from what Brin could see these ponygirls were pretty magnificent.  She had started to think that she and Mist were getting pretty good.  Not when she looked around here.  Evey pony within view was moving with grace and precision.  Brin felt embarrassed.  She did not know how long any of these ponygirls had been ponygirls.  It was clearly longer than she and Mist.  But they all seemed to accept their role. 

The activity made it clear that something big was going on.  This clearly did not look like every day.  And, it was clear that many, probably most, of these ponygirls came from somewhere else.  They were here for an event.  And from the looks of things there was going to be racing.  Brin and Mist had not been trained for racing.  She was sure of that.  They had been taught some show moves.  She expected that they were going to get a chance to show those moves off.  But from what she could see, most of those present were being prepared for the racing.  It was late in the day now, so probably tomorrow, or maybe the next day. 

Brin was not unhappy when the trainer eventually returned, and they left and headed home.  Home!  What a concept.  It was not what she wanted for home, but it was a more welcome sight than the place they had just been.  She had gotten to know her stable and her stall within it.  She was not happy to be a ponygirl, but she was glad to be back on familiar ground.  She was certain that she had not seen the last of the place where they had spent so much of the day.


Chapter 26

It was early.  It is funny how one adjusts to schedules.  Ponies were always up early to start their training day, but this was earlier than normal.  Mia could not look at a clock to see.  FUCK, she had not even seen a clock in . . . how the fuck long had it been?  She did not even know what the date was.

But this was early.  She knew what her morning usually looked – and felt – like, but this was earlier.  She knew that.  Not that it really mattered.  It was just that it was different, and different could mean bad things.  She guessed it could mean good things, but she did not associate the likelihood of ‘good things’ with anything that these people did.

Something else was different.  The tack.  It was the same construct and form as her normal tack, but this was shiny, white leather with brass pieces and decorations.  That alone meant today was different.  Even before she was dressed – such as it was – the groom oiled her body. Her skin was now shiny as well.  As she was placed in her show tack, she really wished there was a mirror for her to look at.  She wanted to see what she looked like. 

But there was a sort of mirror.  Light, who could be her twin, was being tacked in the same area.  Mia was able to watch her.  She could see how the new tack, although fitting almost exactly the same as the training tack, really showed her off.  Mia knew that she looked exactly the same.  And it was clear that Light had the same thought.  Whenever she could she looked at Mia.  Light looked amazing.  That meant that Mia looked amazing.  And that they looked amazing.  Now the careful resemblance of the two ponygirls made some more sense.  They would be a sight to be seen.  People were going to see them today. 

Mia thought about where they had been the day before.  The large hotel, track and grandstand.  She was pretty sure that was where they would be going. All of the action and activity, all of the ponygirls, drivers, and trainers.  Something was happening there.  And it was clear that Mia and Light were about to be part of it. 

Mia had mixed emotions.  A part of her wanted to be a part of whatever was going on.  They had been training hard every day.  She and her partner had become very good at a lot of special moves.  She had wondered why they were learning these things.  She had wondered if it was just for the sake of training.  Now she did not think so.  The place they had been had a track that was clearly for racing, and it really looked like a lot of the ponygirls that were there were going to be racing.  Mia and Light had learned how to move together.  They had learned a lot of different gaits, some of them were fast, but she was pretty sure that she and Light were not being trained to race.  Or, if they were to race, then the training for that would come later.  They were certainly not ready to be racing ponygirls.  Of that she was certain.  So, the fact that they were dressed in show tack meant that they may be participating – certainly were participating – but in a very different way than racing.  They were going to do something before lots of people and there would be lots of people looking at them.  Suddenly she remembered that she was almost completely naked.  She had become desensitized to the exposure of her body, but the sudden realization that there were likely to be a lot of people just looking at her made her stomach lurch.  She wished she knew more about what was happening.

The fact that she knew something was going on was not very satisfying.  It was so frustrating that these people never told them anything.  Sometimes she could overhear a bit of a conversation, and sometimes there were a few words to her groom in the evening.  That was mostly whether she was a ‘good’ or ‘bad’ pony. She would listen carefully to try to hear that.  She usually had a sense, and sometimes the trainer told her, but mostly she did not know for sure.

What difference would this make?  It made a huge difference.  After the massage was over there would be reward, punishment, or nothing.  Nothing was disappointing, but punishment was horrible.  Reward was the best part of being a ponygirl.  Whether ‘good’ or ‘bad’ pony, she was always massaged, and the massage was wonderful.  She, of course, was fully restrained during the entire process.  But, by the end her muscles were relaxed, all the knots worked out, and she was loose and comfortable.  That might be the end and a return to her stall.  But ‘good’ pony could get something more. 

The groom’s hands would go to work between her legs.  Her legs were spread revealing her sensitive, previously private, areas.  The very fact that this part of her body was now controlled by others and that she was now denied access to it, made this attention more important.  And the groom was good.  She was very very good.  Her fingers moved up and down Mia’s thighs.  They stroked her labium.  They found her clitoris.  Nothing was rushed, it was measured and progressive. 

Masturbating is one thing.  Mia was pretty good at that.  At least she had been prior to the time these fuckers took away her arms and hands.  But there is something about somebody else manipulating your body.  This something is enhanced when you are restrained and helpless.  Mia could almost understand now why some people were into BDSM.  She had not tried it but had thought about it.  Now she was experiencing it in a non-consensual setting.  She knew it was not supposed to be like this, that should have reduced the feeling.  But it did not.  It may have even enhanced it.  She was not just restrained for play.  She was fully restrained.  She was completely helpless, and she had no control over anything.  There was no ‘safe word’ for her.  There were no words of any kind.  Even trying to speak could get her beaten. She dare not try any communications with the groom, or anyone else.  That sucked.  That really sucked.

But when she was ‘good’ pony the groom knew what to do, and she would be taken to the heights and then over into what might be the biggest orgasm she had ever experienced.  She had not even realized it could be like that.  It certainly created an incentive to be ‘good’, to do what they wanted and to work hard.  It was the highlight of being a ponygirl.  Maybe the only good part of being a ponygirl.  It was nice, but Mia was not ready to give up her freedom for that.  Good, but not that good.  Although the reality was that Mia had nothing to give.  They had taken her freedom.

And then there was ‘bad’ pony.  On those days things would start out like they were going in the right direction.  Often, in fact most of the time, Mia knew that it was not going there.  She could tell from the performance that she was not ‘good’ pony.  That could only mean ‘bad’ pony.  And that meant torment.

On those days she was stroked and manipulated just like she was on a good day.  But there was no grand finish.  There was only a trip to the edge.  Close enough to see and feel the canyon below.  Just like being to the top of the rise on the roller coaster but then being plucked from the car just before it descends.

And it usually was not even a single trip.  She would be edged at least several times, sometimes even more, before she was released from her restraints and returned to her stall, frustrated and unfulfilled.  The first time this had happened she had howled at the groom when she stopped and released her.  The groom had been understanding.  She had smiled and petted Mia’s head. 

“Shush.  You will be ok.  Be a good pony.  Maybe tomorrow.”  

What the fuck?  In her stall, Mia had pulled and twisted at her arms.  She had never had an occasion when she so needed them.  But she was denied.  She already knew she would be denied, but she could not help it.  Then she looked for what else in the stall could be put to use.  There was nothing.  The damn place was designed so that there was nothing she could rub against.  Nothing she could use to relieve herself.  She would remain frustrated.  She was furious.  She hated her groom for what she had done to her, but most of all she hated the damn trainer who she knew was responsible for what she was enduring.  She had really wanted to get her hands on the trainer. 

But today was going to be a good day.  She could not help but feel that it was going to be good.  This was going to be a special day.  They were being dressed up; of course, her breasts, buttocks, and sex were still fully exposed, but dressed up for a ponygirl. And they were going to be doing something special. 

Then she suddenly felt her stomach lurch.  There were so many ponygirls that they had seen there the day before.  And most of what she had seen convinced her that they were very good.  They had clearly been ponygirls for a lot longer than Mia and Light.  Did this mean that they were not going to have a good day?  Did this mean they were going to be embarrassed?  That was frightening.  Suddenly Mia was not so sure this was going to be a great day.  Suddenly she was very worried that this day might turn out to be a complete disaster.  She really needed that to not happen.

The driver, once again the woman not their normal trainer, took it easy on the trip from the ranch to the pavilion area.  Clearly, she did now want to have the ponies work up a sweat.  They had been oiled and dressed in fine tack.  How they looked was important.  Mia was happy to be at the slower pace, and clearly understood the early time.  They were actually on their way before the sun was fully up. 

When they arrived, it was still early, but there was a lot of activity.  Like the day before they were hitched to the rail in front of the hotel.  There were a good number of people assembled on the large veranda of the hotel.  Some were enjoying breakfast.  Mia could smell bacon, oh my god, BACON.  She loved bacon.  She would kill to get her hands – well not really her hands, they were out of play – her mouth on some bacon.  She wondered if they were left by the veranda, would someone bring them a treat?  She knew that the spectators wanted to interact with the ponies.  They were allowed to get close to them, but they had not been allowed to touch them.  Mia had been happy about that.  But if someone brought her bacon.  Well, they could touch her.  She would go with that.  She wished she could announce it.  Please, someone bring some bacon.

She tried to look at the people closest to her.  She shook her head up and down and pawed at the ground as best she could in her hobbles.  She would look forward, paw the ground, then look right at one of the people sitting only a short distance away.  How much more clear could she be? 

When nobody paid attention, she upped the ante by whinnying.  She really hated that. Her inability to talk because of the fucking bit in her mouth and the stupid plate that sat on her tongue was one of the worst parts of being a ponygirl.  If only she could speak up, she could ask for what she wanted.  But this was a perfect example of why ponygirls were not allowed to speak.  Not only would it severely interfere with the allusion of the ponygirls as animals and not people, a begging ponygirl would likely be very irritating.  She was sure that the guests would hate that.  But why should they hate this?  They had come to see her, and others like her.  Attempts at personal interaction with the guests were likely to be something that they would enjoy and savor.  It would be part of the tales that they would take home with them.  She could hear the stories about the ponygirl begging for food.  It was demeaning, so what.  She did not care about that anymore.  She wanted some bacon and if she could convince anyone to give her some, well, she would grovel for that.  They had already destroyed any sense of dignity.  She did not care anymore.

A young girl, at least several years younger than Mia, was very close to her.  She looked at Mia and smiled. 

“Isn’t that so cute.”  She purred back to her partner, a young man, but likely half a decade older than the girl.  “I think she wants something.”

Well, she had gotten the signal.  Would it work?

“I don’t think you are supposed to feed them.  They are on a very strict training diet.”

“A little bite of something wouldn’t hurt.”

“You don’t know.  If it upset her stomach and she was unable to perform or do what she was supposed to do today, well, you would be in big trouble.”

“Sorry ponygirl.  But I am sure you have a well formulated and very healthy diet.” 

So close.  So fucking close.  Mia’s mouth had been watering throughout the conversation.  She had really thought she was going to get something.  She did not know what.  She wanted bacon, but she would have settled for anything.  She remembered her childhood dog Daisy sitting next to the kitchen table.  She remembered the large sad eyes staring at her when she ate.  She so much wanted to give Daisy something.  She knew that bacon would be what she wanted, but her mother had strict rules about feeding the dog from the table.  Mia would feel terrible, but she would refrain from feeding Daisy from the table.  It was important to have discipline.  Her mother had always said Daisy has a good diet and table food would not be good for her.  Daisy was denied, and now she was denied.  Daisy could do nothing about it, and neither could she.  She felt so frustrated and helpless.  Ok, her diet may be ‘healthy’, but it was not exactly fine dining.  It did not taste horrible, but it was so much the same.  She really wanted something more, and the smells from the plates of the free people had been almost overwhelming.

She directed her attention back away from the people on the porch.  They were going to do nothing for her.  She watched other ponygirls moving about.  There seemed to be more activity in the area of the stadium.  And there were sounds.  There were people in the stadium; she could see people, not with ponygirls, but in the area of the stadium.  They were going in.

There were a lot of people.  Was this what they were here for?  It certainly seemed like that was the case. 

Their driver, the woman, was back.  She removed their hobbles, released the reins from the bar, mounted the sulky, and guided her charges away from the hotel and toward the stadium.  They did not go straight there but circled around a little.  There were a lot of carts and ponygirls here. 

There was a group of two pony carts.  They were off to one side and soon Mia and Light were there with them.  Their driver was talking to some of the others that were there.  Mia tried to hear what was being said, but it all had to do with things she had not knowledge about.  There were people discussed – she did not know them.  There was talk of things with clearly ponygirl names being used.  It sounded like different competitions, but Mia had no frame of reference.  She did not know what any of these events were and she had never heard the ponygirl names before.  She only knew that her and her partner’s ponygirl names were never mentioned.  Was that good?  Was that bad?  She had no idea.

It appeared that there were only a few people still entering the stadium. From the angle they were held at, Mia could see that the stands of the stadium were pretty much full.  She knew she was about to be paraded in front of these people.  She was, for all practical purposes, naked.   Her breasts were bare and exposed.  Her bottom was bare and exposed, and even worse it had bright red strips where she had been whipped.  She was very embarrassed about that.  Why?  It had not even been punishment, just encouragement.  But did it mean that she was not good at this?  She looked around and saw that most bottoms had similar markings.  Ok, so that shouldn’t be it. No, it was what it said about what she had become.  She was now a helpless creature under the control of others. 

But there was excitement too.  She knew that she and her partner were pretty good at the things they had learned.  Obviously, they were good enough that their trainer was going to show them off in front of people – a lot of people.  Mia found herself stiffen a little with pride.  Yes, they were good. If they were not good, they would not be paraded.  But would they perform?  Maybe it was just a fucking parade, and they would only walk in front of others.  Suddenly she wanted to perform.  She wanted the validation that they were good.  She may not want to be a ponygirl – she definitely did not want to be a ponygirl – but she had no choice in that matter.  So, if she was going to be a ponygirl, she wanted to be very good at what she did.  She would worry about how to get her old life back later.  Right now, she was just going to concentrate on not making a fool of herself.


Chapter 27

Brin was still in shock at the number of people.  She had been sure that something like what she was enduring needed to be closely controlled and hidden, involving limited numbers of people.  This was not hidden.  This was a fucking fair.  This was an event full of people.  How could there be so many people who knew about this, who were watching what was happening, and yet allow it to go on.  Is it possible that they did not know that at least some of the ponygirls – both her and her partner she was sure – were not here voluntarily?  How could they not know that.

She looked around.  She looked at the other ponygirls she could see.  There was not a single one that had her arms free.  ALL of them were restrained, not some or even most, but ALL.  That did NOT bespeak volunteer.  No, it would be impossible for anyone watching to think that the ponies were doing this of their own free will.  There was nothing free about any of this.  They were tightly restrained, tightly controlled, and whipped.  What part of fucking being whipped made sense to spectators as volunteers?

But the spectators didn’t seem to care.  People were streaming into the grandstand, but there were also people walking around.  They were looking at the ponygirls.  And she had heard the comments that had been made by the girls on the porch. She pulled at her arm bindings.  When she was really frustrated, she would do that.  She already knew the results.  She had not even thought about it, she had just done it.  There was no way her arms were coming free. 

A couple was approaching them.  Brin looked at them, then looked away.  She felt a surge of fear as they approached.

The man appeared to be mid-30’s.  The woman perhaps a few years younger. 

When they got close, and stopped in front of the ponygirls, Brin looked up again. The man was tall, at least six feet.  He looked fit and had a slight tan that looked natural.  He was smiling.  He had light brown hair that was just long enough to move in the slight breeze.  He was very handsome.  

The woman was blonde, her hair was perfectly coiffed to just below her shoulders.  Her make-up was not too heavy but enough to give her a shine.  Brin looked into her blue eyes and felt like she liked this woman.  She was also smiling.

“They are just exquisite.”  The woman had spoken.  She was standing right in front of Brin.  She had not touched her, but she was so close that it would have almost been natural for her to do so.  She was a little closer than Brin normally liked.  She considered the space around her body out to an arm’s length as being her “personal” space.  She did not like people in her personal space.  When someone moved into this space she would normally move away, but right now she could not move away.  And, she did not even have the use of her arms, so an arm’s length right now was, well, it was almost nothing.  Did the loss of her arms negate her personal space?  Maybe.  Others seemed to regard it as so.  Ever since she had lost the use of her arms it seemed that people were more likely to get into her “personal space”.  But, as a ponygirl she had no personal space.  She had no privacy of any kind.  She was shamelessly displayed and seemingly open to all.  People didn’t even seem to feel restrained from touching her.

But the woman did not touch her.

“They look like twins.”  She looked back and forth between the two ponygirls.  “Even better than twins.  They almost look like clones.” 

Brin knew that she and Mist looked very similar.  She had come to the conclusion that they had been picked for that reason.  She had grown up without any siblings, but now she had a fucking twin.  One that she could not even talk to.  How could it be that there was a virtual exact double for her that she had never known about?

“I can’t wait to see them in the stadium.  They are so beautiful.”

The look on the woman’s face, and her comments were not derogatory in any way.  They made Brin feel proud and confident.  Why was that?

“She has such a perfect body.  I would do almost anything for a body like that.”

Brin felt herself straighten up – just a little.  She pulled her shoulders back and pressed her breasts forward.

“Well, we could always put you in pony tack for a while.”  The man said laughingly.

“Nice try.  As appealing as that thought is in many ways, I think I will pass.”

Appealing?  Why did this woman think that being in pony tack was appealing?  Well, it certainly showed off Brin (and her partner’s) bodies in an amazing way.

“I know that if you got me in pony tack, as much as I might love it, there would be no going back.”

There it was.  Pony tack was a one-way street.  Brin and Mist were stuck.  Ponygirls may be something that people love – especially around this strange place – but it was a one-way trip.  Nobody was going to let them go, or even help them return to human.

“We better get to our seats, or we might miss them.”  The man gently took the woman’s arm and moved her away from Brin and Mist.  She was now out of Brin’s private space, but somehow Brin missed her.  She had liked the woman there.  She realized as she left that the scent of her perfume remained.  It was not too strong.  Brin had smelled it before but could not place it.  That was frustrating.  She really wanted to know what it was.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the return of her driver, the woman.  Only now she had changed outfits.  She was now dressed in a silk shirt and shorts.  The shirt was predominantly green but had yellow stripes diagonally across the front.  Brin could not see the back.  Ok, this is fancy.  Now she understood why their bodies had been oiled that morning and the colorful white tack that they wore. 

The show was about to start.  The driver removed their hobbles, released the reins, passed them back over the heads of the ponies, and returned to the cart.  She was now out of view of the ponies.

Pressure to the left signaled Brin to move away from the rail.  She and her partner sidestepped until the pressure stopped.  There was a light slap of the reins, and they were off.  Brin knew that they were now in view of lots of people.  They were not inside the stadium, but there were people outside, and they were looking at them.  Brin felt herself stiffen her back. She hadn’t even thought about it, just did it. She was careful to lift her knees with each step.  She did not really know why, but she knew that she wanted to look right.  Suddenly it was very important to look right.  She wanted to look right.  She did not want to be embarrassed.  Hah.  That was funny, she was almost completely naked, tightly held in leather tack, and made to prance like a horse, but she did not want to be embarrassed by doing it poorly.  When in Rome!

They were heading toward the stadium.  There were other teams ahead of them.  Brin watched as they began to enter the stadium.  It was like a parade.  But there was space between the ponygirl carts, or groups of carts.  Some were together in what looked like formations.  There was a wedge of five single pony carts.  Each pony resplendent in shinny tack with drivers in fancy red and orange silks. 

Brin could hear sounds to their left.  She managed to catch a glimpse of several pony carts with drivers in silk shirts that matched her driver.  She lost her peripheral vision of them as they appeared to move in behind Brin and Mist.

Brin knew enough about racing to understand that each farm, or owner, had its own colors.  It appeared that her farm was green and yellow.  The shirt of her driver had looked pretty good.  She saw other color patterns in other groups of ponies and dr

+ivers.  Ok, these were different teams.  They were moving into the stadium to show them.  This was obviously before the races were to begin.  Brin was a little surprised.  She and Mist had not been trained to race.  She did not think they were racing ponies.  So, what were they doing here?  And why were they the ones that were in the lead?  All of the ponygirls from her farm were behind her.  She could not see them, so she did not know how many there were.  She had only caught glimpses and could tell that some were double ponies, and some were single. 

She really wished she could turn around and get a good look at the rest of her teammates.  She was sure she had seen them around the ranch practicing, but she wanted to see more.  She really hated the limitations her restraints placed on her. 

She was able to see the team ahead of them.  There were five single pony carts and three two pony carts.  Each group in a separate formation.  There was not a lead team like she and Mist appeared to be. 

Would people get the wrong idea?  Would people expect them to race and be disappointed when they did not?  Even worse.  What if they were raced?  They were not trained to do that.  It would be embarrassing.  They were not ready to race.  Please don’t let that happen.

They were entering the stadium.  Wow.  There were even more people here than she had thought.  She could almost feel the rumble from the crowd.  How could this many people be here to watch something like this?  It was clearly illegal, but nobody cared, in fact, everyone seemed to be very into it.  This was crazy.

As they came onto the straightaway in front of the grandstand it was difficult to see the people nearby, but she could hear chants and yells and some applause. 

As they neared the mid-point, pulls on the reins and the command “Piaffe” snapped her out of her thoughts.  Fortunately, the command had been ingrained and she did not have to think about it.  She and Mist were now prancing in place.  She wasn’t even thinking about it.  She was just doing it.

“Pirouette Left”.  They knew how to do this. They moved to their left sidestepping but keeping the cart as the center axis of the circle they subscribed.  They came all the way around to 180 degrees, facing back in the direction they had come from.  Brin could not see the cart but felt good about the maneuver.  In fact, it had been almost perfect. And notably there had been no use of the whip to correct her.

“Piaffe” held them in place.

Brin could now see the rest of their team.  There were five single pony carts and three double carts, just like the last group they had seen.  She and Mist were not part of the racing team.  They were additional entertainment.  They were being used as show ponies.  All the ponies now in front of her would race.  But there was only one show team for this farm.  That was her and Mist.  Suddenly she felt pride and swelled her chest even more.

“Pirouette Right”.  They reversed the move coming all the way around to where they had started.  There was a huge roar of approval and applause.  Brin felt herself swelling with pride.  Her already stiff back stiffened even more.

With slaps of the reins, they moved forward.  Almost immediately the command “Half-Pass Left” was given.

On the next step Brin and Mist moved to their left.  They continued to face front, as best they could, but stepped on an angle to the left. 

As they stepped on this line the cart pulled at them putting great pressure on their left sides, but they had practiced this.  They had practiced this a lot, they knew the pressure that the move would bring, and they were good with it. 

After six steps, “Forward” stopped the movement to the left.  With only a few steps the cart recovered and was behind them. They had moved from the right-hand side of the track to the far left.

“Half-pass Right.” No surprise here.  They stepped on an angle to the right.  After six steps, “Forward” brought them out of the maneuvers. 

“Piaffe”, again had them stepping in place, then “Halt”. Brought them to a stop.  Brin could feel some movement behind her.  She could not see the driver stand and waive to the crowd, but she could hear the applause and the roars of approval.  It had been her job (with Mist) to make this a grand entrance for her team.  And, they had.  The crowd had loved them.  She should not care about this, but she was swelling with pride.  Why was she proud of being performed like an animal?  Well, the crowd had really liked it.  They had received applause, a lot of applause.  There was, after all, something to that.

They were taken back to a walk and then a trot.  They did not circle the track inside the stadium but exited after the turn leaving the stadium at the back across from the stands.  Yes, Brin felt good. Very good. The crowd loved them.  They had done something special. Yes, she felt proud.  It was ok to feel proud.  They had been good.  She would smile, but that was hard to do with a bit in her mouth.

Brin wished she could stay and see what other teams were doing.  The team in front of them had not had anyone performing.  She wondered if others would.  Her team circled around outside the stadium and ended up in a corral near the entrance they had entered through.  There were still some others entering the stadium.  This parade went on for a while.  There were a couple of occasions when she heard clapping and cheering.  She did not know what had been done to earn the attention. She wished she could at least see the show. The greatest frustration of being a ponygirl is not knowing what was going on.   Well, that was probably not the greatest frustration, but it was up there.

Brin and Mist were released from the cart and allowed limited freedom in the corral. There were not a large number of occupants in the corral.  Brin, as she usually did, surveyed their surroundings.  She was always keen on an escape path.  There was, of course, none to be seen.  But near the entrance to the stadium there was a place where she could get a better look into the stadium.  Talk about the ‘cheap seats’.  The view was not great, but she could see at least some of what was going on within. 

The parade had finished, and they were getting ready for racing.  Ponygirls were going to race.  After watching them practice Brin was a little excited to actually see them race.

The first race was individual ponygirl carts.  There were eight contestants.  They were lined up in two ranks of four.  Then they moved forward toward the starting line at a trot, but with the lines kept perfectly straight.  Brin had to admit that it looked elegant. 

She spotted the pony wearing her stable’s colors (green and yellow) at the end of the first row.  She did not know if that was a good position or not.  When the crossed a line at the center of the first straightaway there was a gun, and the race was on.

It was frustrating that she could not see much of the back straight after the ponies left the turn.  She did not see them again until they finished the turn close to where Brin was and came back onto the first straightaway.  But when they came back into sight, they were going quite fast.  It was a canter, but at a fast pace.  Brin could not tell for sure, but she thought it was a quicker pace that she had Mist had done.

The race did not end on that turn.  It did not end on the next lap, or the one after that.  It was not until the next lap that the winner, not Brin’s farm, was signaled as the winner.  Brin’s team, yes, she was actually part of a team, came in third.  That did not seem bad, but she would have liked them to win. 

Over the course of the afternoon the races continued.  Brin’s team won one single and one double pony race.  They placed twice for singles.  That seemed pretty good.  She was unable to keep sufficient track to know if any of the farms had done better.  But her sense was that her team had done pretty well.  Two firsts, two seconds (place), and one third (show). 


Chapter 28

As they made there way back to their home stable at the end of the day, Brin had to admit that she had gotten excited about what she had seen.  She was pleased that she had not been leashed to anything and was able to move around within the corral – although hobbled.  The other ponies in the corral, there were not a great number, seemed to be just as interested in what was going on.  She could not tell which farms they came from, but all seemed to be cheering for their team.  Nothing, of course, could be said.  They were all bitted. And none of them were going to try to say anything.  A quick inspection of the backsides of these other ponygirls confirmed that it was not just Brin’s farm that enforced discipline with the whip.  Plenty of red stripes were there to be seen. 

Brin still felt like she had followed the white rabbit down a hole in the ground and found herself in an alternate reality.  Everything she saw only seemed to expand that strange universe.  Certainly, it could not be real.  And in the first days of being subjected to all this, she had been in denial.  It was like she was going to just wake up and this would all be a dream.  Or, if she just hung in there, she would suddenly be able to escape or she would somehow be rescued.  But it was clear now, that escape was impossible, and rescue was not coming.  She had not even been held for a full month.  It was just over three weeks as best she could determine, but so much had occurred in that short time – not so short when you spend it all training under the whip in heavy restraints.

Her realization of the reality of this situation did not mean that she accepted it.  This was wrong.  This was just all wrong.  They should not be able to do this to her.  She was not a ponygirl.  Well, that wasn’t really true anymore, but she did not want to be a ponygirl.  Back at the, whatever the fuck it was, she had looked around and seen all the other ponygirls.  She did not know if they had accepted the transformation.  They at least did not openly show resistance to it.  Well, others looking at her may well think the same thing.  You could hate what they were doing to you, but you did not show open resistance, and you absolutely did not attempt to fight back.  In the entire time they had held her she had not seen a single instance of open rebellion.  She had seen two canings.  Two young women, two fellow captives, had been strapped to that awful frame and thrashed with the cane. She did not know what conduct got you caned, but she did not want to find out.  Neither of the recipients of that punishment spoke out, other than to scream at the top of their lungs.  That was terrifying.  It must have hurt; it must have hurt beyond belief.  She did not need to know how bad it hurt.  She did not want to know how bad it hurt. She complied. 

On the good side – was there a good side? Well, maybe, the training was kind of fun.  Her life before coming here.  Correction, being brought here.  It was certainly not consensual, and no aspect of what they were doing to her was consensual, but she had enjoyed learning the show steps. She had a feeling of pride and companionship when she and Mist had learned how to work together and how to get their routine out. And she had really enjoyed their performance today.  She thought she would be mortified.  After all, she was essentially naked in front of a large crowd of people.  It was a large crowd.  So many people there to watch the ponygirls. And she found herself getting into the spirit of it.  The applause was infective.  She had never performed before such a large crowd.  She wanted to turn and take a bow.  That, of course she could not do. What did all these people think about this.  Did they know that she was not here willingly?  Certainly, many did.  Did they all know.   If so, how was that ok?  If not, then why were some of them not at least suspicious.  But as she had observed, the ponygirls all seemed to get into what was going on.  She and Mist had looked very professional.  She doubted anyone watching would even think about the degree to which they were controlled and subjugated.  Well, some would clearly know.  But in the end, they had performed, and they had performed well, and actually enjoyed it.  But in the end, they had not been released.  They had been hobbled and confined in this corral.  At least it provided them a view of the racing.  So often the ponygirls were isolated from what else was going on.  Was this a concession to them?  They were allowed to actually watch the ponygirl racing. 

And she rather enjoyed watching the racing.  She did not exactly have the best ‘seat”.   She could not even sit down, and she could not see all of the track.  But she was able to watch a lot of it, and she could see and feel the crowd’s excitement.  It was a far cry from being held by her reins staring at a blank wall, or off into space.  This must be a reward.  They had done well and were now being allowed to see what was happening.  Yes, that was a reward, a big reward.  One of the biggest downsides to being a pony was the long periods of boredom. 

As she watched events from the corral, she wondered how much the other ponies in the corral knew about all of this.  It was very frustrating to be in such close proximity to so many other ponygirls and denied communication with them.  At least with all the activity going on the ‘hierarchy’ protocols that Brin had been faced with previously didn’t seem to be in play. No wannabee queen ponygirl was trying to exert her dominance. There were just too many comings and goings and most of the girls were from different farms.  Nobody seemed to be worried about the pecking order.  It was such a strange concept, dominance among the dominated.  All of the ponies in the corral were in full tack and hobbled.  There were races to watch, and there were trainers nearby.  All of them were on their best behavior.  And there was a general air of excitement.  Brin was pretty sure that if any pony misbehaved in any way the privilege of being in the corral and being able to watch the races would be taken away.  Brin wanted to watch the races.  She was on her best behavior.

Brin wondered how many of the ponies in the corral had seen her and Mist perform.  If any, nobody seemed to show any sign of anything.  That was frustrating.  Brin knew that few of the teams had performed show exhibitions like her and her partner.  These ponies should show some respect for that.  But it was clear that the focus was on the racers.  What was the role of these ponygirls?  Were any of them racers?  It was impossible to figure out why any pony was in the corral.  All she knew was that ponies came, and ponies went.  She and Mist stayed for most of the afternoon.

Although it was hard to link an individual ponygirl with a team when not in the presence of the driver – it was the driver who wore the stable colors.  Each ponygirl knew the colors of her stable.  Well, that was certainly true for Brin.  She could see when a ponygirl or ponygirl team from their stable was racing.  She should not feel a connection to them.  They were captives, just like her.  This was not like being part of one high school versus others – well, in a way it was.  She had not picked the high school she had gone to.  Where she lived had dictated that.  Yet there was solidarity among her school mates. And there was rivalry with other schools.  In some ways Brin felt the same solidarity for her stable.  She had felt very excited when a single pony cart from her stable won the third race.  She was not sure what the race was or even who the ponygirl was.  She did not recognize her, although in the three weeks she had been at the stable she had seen a lot of ponygirls, she could not easily recognize all of them.  Still there was a connection there.  This ponygirl was part of her team, and she had won.  That was good.  She wanted her team to win.  If she was stuck in this role, she wanted to be part of a good stable.  She wanted them to be highly regarded.   She was not exactly sure why that was important, but it was.

It appeared that all of the day’s races had been run.  The corral started to empty out, and her driver came for her and Mist.  They were once again hitched to their cart and driven away from the venue.  It seemed that they were headed back to their farm.  It looked like most of the others were staying in the stable at the facility.  That must mean that they came from a great distance.  At least enough distance to rule out ‘local commuting’.  She and Mist were locals, so they did not need to stay here.  But before they had left, she could tell that the visiting ponies were being handed over to the grooms and the trainers were headed for the hotel.  It was about to be party time.  But not for the ponies.  Brin was not sure, but the woman who had driven them here did not appear to be even driving her cart.  She was, of course, sticking around for the festivities.  The ponies were going home.  Ponies did not get to go to parties.  She was pretty sure that her current driver was a lower ranking member of the stable staff.  At least they had not been hitched to a rail somewhere to wait out the party.  Was a ponygirl driver allowed to operate a ponygirl rig while under the influence?  Brin laughed at the thought, but then decided that she was very happy that she was not being subjected to that. 

What was happening anyway was unfair.  In a more fair world, the ponies would now be freed of their tack, shower, dress, and head for the party.  Why couldn’t that be the way this world worked.  She had thought about it.  She had thought about it a lot.  If they would let her be a person at night, she would go along with being a ponygirl in the day.  That was only fair – right?  Well, the reality was that she did not want to be a ponygirl at all, but she would compromise.  How much fun would it be to go to the party and listen to people talk about how good the show had been.  She might feel mortified in some regard because of the way she was exposed.  But she knew she and Mist had been good.  She really wanted to be able to be a person who could go to the party, have a drink, eat at the buffet, and talk to the party goers.  Wouldn’t that be a interesting experience.  She could explain how if felt to be a ponygirl, but the good part too.  Yes, if they allowed that to happen there would definitely be good parts to discuss.  If they would allow it.  But she had no bargaining power.  They had her and they could impose their will on her, and she would do what they wanted.  And they did not want, and would not allow part time ponygirls.

If there was anything that she had learned from her time so far, it was that she was not going to get away; she was not going to be released; she would be a ponygirl for as long as these people wanted her to be.  It was hard to imagine that this was to be her life. But there was nothing she could do to change it.  What would happen to her when she was no longer able to do the things they wanted?  She did not want to think about that.   As she trotted along back toward her ‘home ranch’ – fuck – her ‘home ranch’, she felt her pride slip away and she slumped.

SSWIISSHHH - - - - - CCCCRRAACKKK - - - - - EEOOAAGGG

Fuck.  These assholes never missed anything.  That fucking hurt. 

But it worked.  She straightened up.  There was not a second strike.

Ok, that was her fault.  She knew that she needed to maintain proper posture.  What kind of show pony slumps.  It needed to be instinctual.  She shouldn’t even have to think about it.  She did not think she had to think about it.  How had her dark thoughts so invaded her to have caused her to lose her posture?  That just should not be happening.  She was not going to let that happen again. 

* * * * *

Sarah was very pleased with the new team.  She thought of them as the twins even though as far as she knew there was no familial relationship.  She was also happy with Liz.  The focus of training on the ranch had always been racing, and that was not going to change.  This had been the opening of the season and they had performed well.  Having a show team to be able to show off a little at the opening ceremony had been fun.  It had also had allowed Sarah to participate.  She no longer raced ponies herself.  She was the overall supervisor of things.  But this had allowed her to feel a part of the events rather than watching from the sideline.

Most important was that her ranch had received an invitation to participate in international competition.  Sarah was so excited.  That had been a goal for years, and now it was here.  Her show team would need to be a part of that.  They would need to learn a lot more before that happened, but it had only been three weeks from conversion.  These ponies were going to be just fine.
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